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TO THE 


DUTCHESS 
| ALBEMARLE. 


- Madam, 

| D: >-@ Hen 1-confeder what favou- 
© -rable Reception my firſt 
humble Supplications in 
this kind bave bad from 
yorry Graces band, 1 can- 


f not think my Daty fully 
paid, nor my Adoration ſufficiently expreit, 
till-I Dedicate my whole Life and Labours 
to your Grace. *IT is not one aft of De- 
i wvotion that can make a Lealot ; and there- 
' fore as | made a _— then, I pay you 

A 2 - # 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 


a Tribute now. And though thus Poems. 


has but. little Merit of its own.,. yet en- 
couraged' bythe Honours it bas received, 


like Pages to Princes, it owes its Boldneſs. 
to its Education; , and, fince your. Grace © 
ave it leave to be a troubleſome Gueſt at 


New-Halt,. it Jik'd the Entertainmentyſo 


' well., that 1t reſokves- to Live. and. ye 
there; and 'tis an Ambition in ſome reſpe&t- 
to be juitified; for Poetry ſhould always 


make up: part of the T rains of Princes, 
eſpecially therrs whoſe Excellencies are ſo 
Divine a ſubje& for-it. Under that ſhelter 


TL. approach your Grace, when 1 muit own. 


I bave playd the Plagiary in making the 
Dutcheſs of Albemarle the Pattern for my 
Roxolana ;: only with this difference, that 
I. have Ccopyed  beloma . the -- Life.” Your 
Grace has all her Vertae, without theual- 
lay. of her V anity; and this advantage above 
ber , that Your Grace poſſeſſes thoſe Charms 
which Story never- attributed to R oxolana; 
. Her Beauty.could ſubdue, but not ſecure ber 
Solyman. - But. your Graces ViFories are 
more.compleat;. For if: our Engliſh Gbro- 


ricle 


The Epiſtle Dtſcatory, 


niche\ Cſpight” of rhe" faÞionuBle- libirty"of 
a Licentious Age.) would'Churiifer the pers. 
fefÞ bappineſs of a. Princely-Pair ,- it mufb 
deferibe\ the Influence of *the Dutcheſs -of 


Alkemarte over the unalterable Aﬀetions 


of 'her Lord : And as'm Duty to ſuch 


eminent Virtites:& ſuch infinite PerfeTions, 
even the of ill-natur'd Age unanimouſly 
ſpeaks of your Grace with" Vene#ation ; 
and to'ſecure that Fame your Virtues'bave 


ſo jufily \acquired; your Grace i 9s Canttis - 


pregnable are your Sacred. Principles of 


Honour, that your Graces Care in that, 


is but like His, Who raiſes Bulwarks to 


defend. that T own, which of it ſelf before 
was inacceſſible ; nor can I'more reaſonably 
impute. the Duke of Albemarles, and your 
Graces more frequent Reſidence at New- 
Hall,to any other than a true Engliſh Noble- 
neſs ; as. knolving that your Greatneſs can 


better fill a Court than make a part of one. 
I could be wery prolix on ſo excellent a 
Theam , for 'tis eaſie to Write where all 


Man-kind Difates ; and I muit confeſs 'tis 
| | the 


"The Epiſtle Dedicatory:. 


| » the. bigheit Bliſs of an Authour, to. have 
| | thoſe Patrons whoſe Merits are above Flat- 
| , tery, where the T itles of Great and Good 
| may be given without a Bluſh, T his made 
| Horace ſpeak Jo largely in the Commenda- 
| tions of bis Mzcenas, and 'Juvenal- ſay ſo 
ſo little in the praiſe of Trajan: : :For my | 
part I account it my chief Happineſs to have | 
been a Witneſs of your Graces: Greatneſs , 
and my highest Contemplation to be an Ad- 
mirey of it. T be. humbleſt of Which Ad- 
mirers, 9 | Oo 
_ - Madam, I 
| Your Graces moſt Obliged, © - " 
t Moſt Devoted, and . 
Moſt Humble Servant, fe 
 Elkanah Settle, #Þ 


| 
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\ Pplauſe is:grown 4 ſtrange Coy Mvs. _ 


Courted by All, and yet obtain'd by few. 
'Tos true, when any Favowurites. Plays appear, - 


Then Kindne(s an 


Googenature brings you h:re : 


And to ſecure the Cenſures of the Town, 


The Pit is fill d with Friends is the Fore-noon ; 
And thoſe five long expefting hours you ſtay, 
Are (pent in making Proſelytes to #6 Play. 
Such Favor 1s not common; nor are Wit 
4nd Senſe the only means of gaining. it. 
That happy Man, the Author, you commend, 
Muſt be at once 4 Poet and a Friend : 
Honowur'd by the acquaintance of the Great, 
His Converſation Eminent, as his Wit. 

Hnd as th'effe# of your kind Inflaence, 
We've ſeen ſuch refinzd Fancy, ſo much ſenſe, 


: Such Plays as ao deſerve ſo mech Applanſe, Re 


They need no Favour to ſupport their Cauſe. 
But ſince our Author: wants that Intereſt, 

And thoſe perfettions which delight you beſt; 
And none of thoſe kind leading Votes can boaſt,. 
Zet not his Play for his bard Fate be loſt, 

What if onr Author be not one of You x 

Wit ſhould like Coyne paſs currant from « Jew : 


Ang ſhould not its Efteem: like Medals hol, + - 


Where th Image more than weight gives price t5-4h' Gold. 
Gallants, let Wit the Fate of Beauty find 

Be 10 #, whereſoe're you meet it, kind : 

T's ſure Variety be## pleaſes there, - 

The Mrs. you maintatn. Gay, Brisk, - and Fair, 


Does 08 (0 pough. your ſtock of Kindneſs reaps * * 
Bug % c48> ſpeud ſome. hours on Foys more 6heap, = 
And [0 | = Ek T3 


On bumble Writers let ſome favonrs fally 
Let not the Dons .of Wit engroſs you all... 
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ACT the FIRST. FH 
The SCENE," the Seragtiog - : 4H | 
Enter Roxolana, Mira, Guards, 5nd Lies; 


MirVva, He: "Carkiſh © pow'r. was. abſoluce till Daw: Et 
All knees, 1] hearts did.ro the Sita bow. 
Nay Beauty too. by Heay'n. and Nature 


To Conquer Kings ,-in the, tame Erowd obey'd 3 
The world was ſearcht, and bube Nations rove |; ;:;; 
To find out Martyrs for. 2 Tyrants Love, ,. +. 


2, Lady. Even Daughters by their Parents _ betray'd, | 


Who their fair race a willing Viaim made ; 

In a Seraglio, they Cloyſter'd fleyr, T-t- x 
For ſervite Love in ſh ſing AE kept: + 5; 
Till Roxolend thedc omm—_ - tat: Ac 
And by He; Tn Tafl ti gfe; 1, 


| Up, B MirVas 


(made, 


. 


At. 


OT 11571 Gn 
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"I Ibrahim, the I/Iuſtrious Baſſe. 


; Men call me Proud; yes, ſo might Heav'n be too; 


Mirva. Yes, Royal Madam, *twas your Eyes alone. 


'Thar could confine his wandring heart to one; 


And fGngly rule the Conquer'd: Sohymar: - 

Beauty was ne're a Monarch till your Reign, 

The glorious Sun ſhines by himſelf moſt bright, 

When.crowds,. like Stars, make but a feeble light. 
"Roxolan,: And Mirva, to confirm the Chains I gave, 

By Sacred Rites I've bound- my Royal Slave.. 

Ir has been mine, and only my Renown, 

T'have joyn'd a Nuptial Wreath ©a Turkiſh Crown. . 

He ſaw me, and. he look'd his. pow'r away z 

Nor can years raize the Structures of that- day : 

The Siege I Jaid, an Ape cannot remove 3 

His Conſtancy's as.great as is- His Love. 


If its Adorers were but half as true. 

Homage «o.that, inconſtant Mortals pay 5 

And Heav'n meets with Apoſtates ev'ry day. 

Brighter their Temples and their pow'r would ſhine, 
Pid God's maintain their Altars, as I mine, - -- 


* : Enter  Aſteria attended. 

After. I come- to. Jay new Honours .at -your Feet; 
In your returning. Lord a Conqu'rour-meet. 
The Sultan does from Yanquiſht perſia come, 
From being fear'd abroad, to be ador'd at home... 
By what the Arms of Solyman have won,.. 
The Turkiſh Moon. Eclips'd the Perſian Sud, 

Roxol. Your Father, Joan Aſteria, has in you, 
A pious Herauld found, and juſt one too, 
Bur whilſt the S»!tays Conqueſts you expreſs, | 
Is not Love ſhrowded in-this Martial dreſs? 
Amidſt the-lowder Vows you pay to him, , 
Does .not the Great 'and Faithful '1brahim, _ 
(To whoſe- factefs the Sultans glory's due) .* 
Extort ſome fileat YVeneration too”  ' __.' 

Aſter. I cannot but with bluſhes -awn his pow'r, - 
1brahim is every where a Conguerour, '' =, _ 

Roxol, Nay ! Blufno-thoge?;His Viaories remove: ; 
That Barr, which tias- ſo*Fong'conceal'd oor Love: © 2 

FE = All : 


$\ OI \ c 


a, * 
( * 


Ibrahim, the I/luſtrions Baſſe: 
All chat he is4 all he has don's your due, 
Life, and the S$»/tay's ſmiles he gain'd by you. 
At once a Condemn'd Criminal -and a Slave, 
You Reſcu'd him from Fetters and a Grave. 
He, and his Conqueſts your Creations are. J 
To .yoy he owes them, and ſhall pay 'em here. x 
_ Atﬀer, Grantthis,and Heav'a,HMe make no other pray'r. Y - 
If the kind Deſtinies this wiſh fulfil, © 
Let all their other works of Fate ſtand till. | 

Roxol. By my Commands, you have conceal'd your flame, 
Till his 1Huſtrious Deeds had rais'd his Fame, ns 
Above all Conquerours this Age can ſhew ; 
The only worth that ſhould aſpire to you, | 
Till then I bid you your low paſſion hide: :- 
And ſee how Heav'n rewards your noble Pride. : 
In this high State, He may your Kindneſs know 
You've made him God-like e're you treat him ſo.” 
Love like Religion in a mighty mind, | 
Should build thoſe Temples which it does not find. 
" Aſter, My Breaſt thus long has my Loves Jailour been 
And kept by force the ſiragling Priſoner in, Þ 
But oh! how mach is my freed ſoul ar. peace, 
When you pronounce the tirefome Slaves Releaſe, 


Enter Solyman, Ibrahim, Ulama, Dorea, Baſſas; 
and Janizaries. 
Solym, Be this days Pomp your care, inth' 
(Aga's room, 01 Darez, 

Fix you my Standard in the Hippodrome : ; 

And as my Agent pay that debt I owe ; 

My Gratitude 1n 1brahims glory ſhow. 

Do it with ſuch Magnificence and State, 

As fits the Triumph which we celebrate. Wy - 
. ... .- Here Solyman approaches and diſcovers Roxolana, 
| Roxol, Welcome the Worlds great Conquerot & mine; 

Enough before did your bright Luſter ſhine, Ts 

You needed not new Victories, new-Charms, - | 

To welcome you to Roxoland's Arms, _ 4 
 Solym. Yes3 I need all iny glories, when you're near, == © 

1 bring my Trophies as a Tribure here. | | 

B 2 Great f 


f 


Should only be the Fayoutites of Kings, | 


4 Ibrahim, the THluftrions Baſſz. 
Great, though I am, your psw'r is greater yetz 
The World to me, 1, to your Eyes/ſabmit,s- - + -- 
Betwixt Loves pow'c'and Myjzſty's/this'oddss © ©* 7 
The Vows men pay to Saints, Saints pay their Gods, 
Tbrah, Yes, Dorea, goe; raiſe this Triutnphant Seat, 
bo - - * [roDorea. 
Ler' th'Entertainment be both rich'and greats | 
Let it have all that Majeſty may dreſs, ' 
In ſpoiles of War or Ornaments of Peace, 
Bur then conſider where that Honour's due g- 
To him alone, you muſt with Homage bow: 
Obey him as my Sovereign, not my Friend. + 
Ulam, Oh Utama, thy heart, thy heartdefend, BY 
| {6azing 0n Roxolana;. 
Roxol. Great and ViRorious you muſt ever prove, 
Be but your Stars thus conſtant as your Love, E 
Solym, Their: influence is ſecure z I cannot fear 
Succeſs nor Conqueſt whilſt this Arm makes War. 
goa bok Ab 9 . [preſents Ibrahim to 4er; . 
For when my 1brahim did to Perſia go, 
Againſt the Sophy, my moſt pow'rful Foe 
So {mall his Forces were, ſo few his Arms, 
That they ſeem'd only fit to give Alarms, 
Not overthrows; ſent bat to rowze my game 3. 
But as the Light'ning till my Thunder came. 
Yet when my greater force ith'Field I drew, . 
Expecting danger and a ſtubborn Foe 
Expecting by. long Sweat and Toyl r'bave gone, 
Through Blood and Ruin to the. Pexſcan T hrone, 
His wondrous Arm ſach Miracl:s had done, | 
I came but to behold the Fields he won. 
Tbrah.> The Sultans pleaſure is, that ſhining things, 


- 


' To Roxolana. 


'And-flrews his God-like Bounty when he takes 


Delight Cadorn the Creatures which he makes. (been, 
Solym, Thongh Crowns and Empires have his Tryumphs 

There was one Trophy left for nje.to win, .. © 
ou OT» ©: ho Rolans. 


This 


Wakim tbe 1luſtvious Baſſe s 


This Princes heatt the: braveſt:and thetheſt:. c: SOT 
Of all my. Perſian Foes: is Spiywndn Gueſt) ; ov 55 c: - 
ri ofdo 03 17 900 303 tg © <> pre ber, 
i have, to ſhew what to-your' Beauy/'s:due,;! +, 
Brought the great ;&ophies Son towaiton yau; -. | 
U1ama, Nour generous Lord: ſuch favours: does confer 
On Ulama his. 15r4hims Piifoner. ; 1C 
That from my Chinns, [withonr? a Renkin paid, png as! 
Not only freed, bit..Sohmans Creatare:madgz-+ 1! 
My. overthrow. Fi mutt: Heav'as bleſſings call, - ..-: - 
Who owe this. Reſurre&ion to- my fall. 
Roxola. His favours Splyman does mot id'ly- places, 
No'.doubt he found you merited that Graces, -: | 
Ulama. So eminent your :Sn/tans Vertutes are z," 
I wonder not at his ſucceſs in War. 
The Fates in Duty to ſuch worth are kind: 
Juſtly th'obſequious Deſtinies :defigntd + . 7, 1: :- 
No other force>ſhould $0{ymar. fabdue g 1:5 2:7 
As being the only' Conqueſt fit for you. - | 
Was't not enough I was ſabdu'd at home 2 
Have I a.new Ca tivity to come ? TE 
On envy'd | | Oh infinite charms 1. |; pe 
My Eyes are more ambitious than thy. Armes ! 
- * Solym, But 'my dear 1brahim, now'is the time, -.- 
I muſt accuſe a Conquerour of a Crime: ©: ©. +; - 
You wear a look unfit for Victory :. 
In all the glories you: have heap'd om: Me, | 
In Deeds that ought to make the: Attor nd; | 
On your dark:Brow you-wear a 'ſullen Clayjd..-. + - 
Roxol, 1 ttave obſerv'dchim with the fame Gurprize | 
And markt a killing ſorrow in his Eyes. *- 
Solym, In this dejected look | 
There's ſomething .more then modeſty: Your Priend ; 


And King muſt know from:wherice thoſe Clouds Siicenl] 2 2 


Do you repine, at the-Joud Fame you; getif * 
Or 1vt- unwillingly you. make me great 2-: - 

1b:4h, Unwillingly ! 'Borbear that killing: ſound ; g. 3l 
Give not a ener ſo deep x wounds:;o.  - a (>. 
Unwillingly ! not Mifers meet their Wealth; ! = 
Loyers ſucceſs, deſpairing Sinners Health, 


B 3. Or-: 


6 Ibrahim, the Illuftrious Baſſa. 
Or Martyrs Heav'n, with.half the joy, that 1 


Can in your Cauſe, ſubdye, obey, or dye. , '. © 
Aer, My.life (ball pay for one ill thought in Him, 

Te anſwer for the Loyal 1bxahim, ; 
Solym. But, my belt 1brahim, your griefs declare ; 

Can:iyou have Sorrows, which I muſt not ſhare £ 

Your troubles may be juſt, and by my. fault, 

Perhaps I have not-us'd you as 1 ought; 

Perhaps your merits are not fully paid;  _ 

The Crowns that 1br4him won, . are not on 1byahims head: 

But though my tardy hand has guilty been; 

"Tis not too late -to expiate that ſin, 

Crowns thou ſhalt have------ 
Ibr4h, Oh Royal Sir, no more; 

Bounty was never Cruelty before, 

So preat, ſo large a preſent as a Crown, 

Is fat for Solyman to give alone: +» + 

'Tis great, bur *cis not kind 3 when you can think, 


My ſoul t'a mercenary thought can. fink. 


My choughts from a more juſt Ambicion ſpring, 


"Tis all my Pride; Unbrib'd to ſerve my King. p- 
Solym, Then tell me------ 
1brah. Oh the ſecret muſt not out» ----- * { 4ſidr. 


Rexol, If not his kindneſs, then his pow'c you doubt : 
Can there bz any thing diſturbs your reſt, 

As cannot be by Solyman redreſt 2 
Think you his power's o little 2----- 

lbrah. No, ſo great----- 

When yours joyas £00, to make that. pow't complear, 
"Tis infinite, -Iike that bright boundleſs ſpace, 
Where light and Saints their endleſs glories place: 
Within ir all things, and beyond it nothing, 

Solym. Say then;from whence does all this darkneſs comer 
Have I done injury to Chriſtendom Y FAV 
Have any of my forreign pow'rs by Reel, 7, 

Or Rapine, wrong'd thoſe Altars where you kneel 2 
Tbrah. Love pardon dutys fin, when I reveal > , 7 

My lefler ſorrows, but che great conceal Saf fre 

St; when 1lnnng = ERR i. 
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Ibrahim, the Hluftrious Baſſa,' i 7 


The Lowneſs: whence you, drew me to my thoughts... 
The change which your Almighty hand, has wrought =. - - 
Though he that rais'd' it can ſupport my. ſtate;.....» 
With trembling I behold my dang'rous height.. . 
Malice- and Envy will my life  . OV 
Ang ſtrive to make me hated be by you. ; -'-- ... 
How many of my Predeceſlors fell &. + 0 
Nor could their Services. their Dooms repel. OT” 
The faithful Vizier Achmat, ou 
Rais'd B4jazet the Second to his Throne , 


And little leſs had Valiant Chaſſan. done ,.._ > .....-- 
For your great Father - Yet in all their pride,.,; | --* 

Both by their jealous Lords ſuſpeed dy'd... + *--» 
The fear of death my trouble does not make » 


My Life and Honours you may freely take.. 
But when I think the fatal time may be _... 
When, you: will but ſuſpz& my Loyalty z_ ...q. -. .; 
'Tis that ſtrikes horrour through my. ſtaggering. ſence +. 
No Torture like miſtaken Innocence. =. <'. 
Solym. 1chought to you Thad, made my breaſt ſa clear 5: 
That you had nothing lefr to wiſh or fear, - ©, , 
But-ſince: my-kind conjeRures are not ſure. - ... 
At once your weakneſs PFle forgive and cure: 
I ſwear by A//a (and to bind my Yow, 
He:vin make me happy as I'm juſt co you) 5 
Whilſt Solyman Lives,«his 1brabim ſhall not dye, ... 
Ry.any; vielgos geath., oe 
1brah..:Your favours are. fo high«--= _ ER 
Solym, Forbear your thanks, *cis only-what I owe g . 
Men thanks for. Gifts, and: not. for Debts beſtow. 
Roxol. No Sir, your conſtancy he cannot. doubt ; - 
He knows his Prince, too well for ſuch a thought,,, 
Why this diſguiſe 2-— - ....:-_ ... 
Salym. Tle take this ſurer way; :. 
Though Friendſhip have no influence, Love may. 


Here be your looks as'Conqu'ring as your Sword ; . 2 © 
I call you, Ffiend, and (he ſhall call you Lord. | 1 
3 ego ©, _ : -[Crves bim Aﬀteria:: ] - 
Aſter. That word my, raviſhd ſence does overcome :). ..., ty 

I feel my joys too mighty to be dumb,.. Cafe: | 


* 


Salym... | | 


— I. __ 
W— 


s Ibahim, the Hinſtrio F018. »' Baſe, 


7; B&rs triy Vlgod,” as 19'my* foul lyd:97D1 517 

has ve; *you' 1 thoughts, you! from your King Yay bes 7 

Have I nochvughe” 'ent | a5 eh 
1brah. Whar ſhall I ay? + £46 bo. 
After. My Bliſs was neverperfe& till this day, [: Aſide. 
Rox, This Lady,: whoth in; Chains yon"tould* ful due, 

Admit'd by all, deferv'd by none but ybn 5 - 

Enrich'd with' Solyzv43's favours, and: —_— P 

All other Ornamencs ; her greater Love, - + Ohh 

Meets you with all the kindnefs ſouls e're fhar'd 5 "*i he 

Your Glories prize, your Loyalries reward. * or 
Aſter. Do not too bigh her little Merit: IE 

Who bluſhes but roo much without this praiſe; © : 

Yet Sir----- 

By your commands I ſhould all ſhame remove : 

I need not bluſh when Dyty bids me Love. | 

But mighty Sir, if the o're-Fialty gneft,”* + Ftp Ibrihinm: 

By at&0 early Raign, this Seat poſteſt, { potits to ber Freaf. | 

Let ttyeaſie prize nor make the value leſs s 

Nor Love its merit looſe for its exceſs. 

A Love which could not be by force expell'd ; 

And now wants pow'r to keep: its: joyes Toncea[d. - 
Solym, To make het yet more worthy. - ' 7 237G 0 3, 
Ibrah, Great Sir, hold-«---- © WOT TNSML I 

Let me alone this Beanties worth unfold: - ne, _ 

*Tis I can beſt deſcribe fuch excell#nce. . + 
Aſter. 1 ſeel new raptures,in my ſoftt'dfenee's- y 7 46 
Tbrah. Some Herot whom ImpertFCrowns adort, 

To greatneſs raid; and'as- muth* grearnefs born. 2 


Some Prince that has ſo much Man-kind- outdone, * - ' 


As ſhould make Solymans's equal in his Son + 

"Tis ſach'a one ſhould meet Aſteria's chars ; : $6117 
But I the moſt unworthy of her Armes-2*2c > \ 

Roxol. Where will this ends © 279. 5 PUBae, 
Aſter, Some God that pitty” $ Love, diver myfear, Cdfitr, 
Tbrah, So little Jo of Gratityite dwells hefs! © >” 
" CpothHt Ve His Bye fe.” 

That Tam beneath! your ſcorn, ſo Need I, BE 

To reconcile my Fare, beg leave! to x ch 36aT dg 
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Yes, 


; Thrahim, the T/luſtrious Baſſas? 0 


Yes, take my heart 3 but when'tis yours, irmuſt 
'Be offer'd upin blood, to make it-juſt, DE 
To give me back my Chains, would be too kind ; 
Let me in Death, Yours, andhis Juſtice find. 
Solym, Has Ibrahim crimes make him deſerve to dye * 
1brah, 1 Criminal !-Ol-none ſo much as 1. -- 
I am below the ſtate of Infidels: 
I view thatface where Soveraign Beauty dwells: 
Beauty, which homage, next to Gods, receives 3 
And commands hearts, more than'thie Sultan, Lives. 
Yet, I to neither can Allegiance pay, 
Love my Preſerver,: or my Prince obey. 
Fair Miſtreſs of my Life and Liberty; 
The founder of my Fame,. all T enjoy, 
Thrangrateful Creature of your ſmiles deſtroy. | 
|  Roxol. Are Solymans favouts and his blood abus'd'? 
Andſo much Love thus barbarouſly us'd ?- yo 
Solym, 1brahim4{ IT am unwilling to beheve, 
Such Diſreſpe& I can from Maa receive 
Much leſs from Favourites 3 ſay then, what is 
"That Pow'r has deſtin'd-me to ſufferthis 2 
Aſter. Ask nor the reafon of his diſreſpe&, 
Let her deſcribe the Cauſe, who feels th'effe. 
My ſighs with ſcorn too: fatally are paid : 
My-Love's deſpis'd-for ſome more happy Maid. 
Look, Sir, on this ſad obje@, and in me [to Tbrak; 
The ſudden change of fading Greatneſs ſee. EL?! 
When I came hither, :{oh my ſhort-liv'd Bliſs ) 
I'd not have chang'd my hopes of happineſs, 
To have been Empreſs of the World : but now 
Not the moſt wretched of my Sex ſo low. 
Nor am TT in my lighted Love alone 
Unfortunate, but guilty too! I've done 
What neither to my Sex nor Birth was due, 
Tranſgreſt the Laws of modeſty, for you. 
So weak my heart, ſo great my ſufferings are g 
I cannot hide my Love, nor my Deſpair. [offers to g05 
Roxol, What doT live to hear ! Aſteria, ſtay----- 
Aſter. No! let me take my hated fight away : 


C T his 


20 Ibrahim, the Tilnftrious Baſſa. 
This freedom to the loſt 4ſteria gives . 


In Crowds the Proſperous, not the Wretched live: 
WE | | LExit Aﬀeria, 
Roxol. Who is that pow'rfal Rival, for whoſe ſake, 
Your ſtubborn heart her Beauty cannot ſhake, 
For whom 4#eria's favours, and ber blood, 
Are priz'd as little as they*reunderſtoad ::. 
Yet name hernot; already I have heard - 
Too much; if So/ymar you loy'd or fear'd, 
You would not treat him thus. You've wrong'd him more 
Then all your ViRories oblig'd-before. - LExit. 
Solym. Go tryamph: in her ſaff*rings and my ſhame, 
And add this one proud Title to your Fame z 
You from an injur'd King this Grace receiv'd ; 
You are the firſt diſturb'd my peace, and liv'd. 
; [Exit with his Train, all but Ibrahim: 
Ihbrah. Ruin'datonce ſo ſure ! Fate has made haſte. 
Who could believe that ſo few hours are paſt, -- 
Since this undone, loſt, deſpicable thing 
Was fear'd by all the World, and favour'd by his King. 
But now her Love refus'd, his blood diſerac'd g 
How are thoſe Titles at one blaſt defac'd ! 
Oh Love! Oh 7ſabe//a! When thy Ear -. 
Shall the dire ſound of my misfortunes hear, 
Give me at once thy pitty and applauſe - 
And whilſt my Ruin has ſo dear a Cauſe, 
Dying for thee 5 Fameto my praiſe ſhall cell, 
That 1brahimliv'd leſs Nobly,: than He fell, - EN 
145.28  LExit Ibrahim, 


The End of the Firſt 4, 


Ibrahim, the Illuftrious Baſſa: 
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ACTthe SECOND. © 
The SCENE , the Seraglio, 


Enter Ibrahim, 4nd Ulama, - 
Ihrah, As my refufal made no change atll ? 
H Does ſhe not yether wandering ſence recall? 
Tell me, ſhe hates, ſhe does----ſhe wuſt : 
3 rs; | (how can 
Sach goodneſs love ſo barbarous a. Man ? 
 Hlam. Your Tyranny ſhakes not your Empire there g 
T he loſt 4ſteria Loves you in deſpair : 
With all her art and pow'r ſhe ſtrives Yaſſwage 
The violence of her-angry Fathers rage. 
For your protection humbly on her knees, + 
* The Eloquence of Tears and Pray'rs ſhe tries: C 
And all for him, by whoſe diſdainſhe Dies. 
Not bleeding Saints for Martyrdom defign'd, 
Are to their Executioners more kind, 
tbrah. Unhappy Maid, and more unhappy I, 
The Author of ſuch killing Cruelty : 
Who ſee that Innocence ſuch pains endure, 
And make thoſe wounds which I muſt never cure, 
Ulama, But whilſt ſo long you Solymans heart poſleſt 
Why was your Love a Stranger tohis breaſt 2 
The knowledge of a former Mrs. claim, 
Might have ſuppreſt 4feria's growing flame ; 
And ſo great pow'r as his might have prevail'd, 
T*obtain that ſuit where your own intereſt fail'd, 
Thrah. Even Solymas's pow'r had been a weak defence « 
For know, ſhe's Danghter to a Chriſtian Prince : 


2 Whoby tiinveterace hate which long before | | wt 
Our Warting Families for Ages bore ; 
= Has with ſuch furious rage, my Love perſu'd, | 
; As ſuffering Genova has felt in blood: Th 
By the ill chance of War, *cwas our hard doom, | 
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IN Ibrahim, the Illuftrions Baſſe. 
My Family deſtroy'd, my. hopes undone, . 
The Field by her Inſulting Father won 
I trait took Ship, and for new aids. did flye 
To our Allies, the States of Sicily, * 
And taken Priſoner by. the Algereezs,. 
I ro that Voyage owed my Turkiſh chains: | 
Ulam, Your Births being equal, *rwas unjuſtly done; 
He did not then embrace you for his Son; © 
W hen th'happy.tye had made your Families ceaſe 
Their hate, and reconcil'd a Nations peace, 
Ihbrah, *Tis true, he might have been ſo juſt, but knows. 
Hate thinks none equals, much leſs makes *em ſo, 
So fierce his rage, ſogreat was his diſdaing,” _ 
Idurſt not:rell my Love to Solyman:: ' © 
Leaſt my juſt King concern'd at my ill Fate, - 
Io kindaeſs might have prov'd my. Advocate.- 
Hlam, What danger could that cauſe £ 
Thbrah. 1 feard that He os 
Might for my ſake have been deny'd kke mes. 
Too well I knew that would provoke his rage, 
And in revenge my angry King engage. 
But falſe ro th*Chriſtians cauſe I ne're could prove, 
Nor take ſuch Vengeance, though for injur'd Love. - 
Far be't from me to ſhake ther Fathers Throne, 
Or touch his Life, - whence ſhe derives: her own. 
Mare I could bear, and greater wrongs o'recome, 
To be the. Champion-Friend of Chriſtendom. 
Ulam, With this juſt Love, to Solyman Tle $0 
And try what Reaſon, joyn'd-with-Pray*cs can do. 


[ Ex, Ulama:. 
| Enter Dorea: - 5s 

Dor. Great Sir, a Baſſa, newly come on ſhore; 

Ia Ryſtans name. admittance does implore 3 
By a command from him. he-humbly craves 
Your kind acceptance of fome Chriſtian Slaves. 

Ibrah. From Ruſtan ! Go admit him.- [ ExitDoreac: 
7've been by long.and fawning Courtſhip preſt, - 
Toreconcile him to the Ss/tans Brealts + 
But were his flattering hopes on-Reaſon built, '- 

Wereitin 1brahims ſoulto fide with guilt; - 


Did-. 


Ibrahim, the Illuftrious Baſſa. 13 


Did hebut now behold my wretched ſtate, 
He'd find me there but a weak Advyocate.- 


Enter Iſabella, introduc'd by a Baſla, attended by Ladies: 


My 1ſabells ! What bleſsd Viſion's this ? 
Am Iawake, or do I dream of-Bliſs ? 


Thus let me ſeal aſſurance to my ſence, [kiſſes ber hand. . 


And free my lab'ring thoughts from their ſuſpence, 
This raviſhing ſight drives ail my Clouds away 3 - 
From my long Night, breaks out eternal-Day? 
How, Madam, after three long mourning years, * - 
Which Thave languiſhe out in fighs and tears, - - 
Have you eſcap'd your angry Fathers eye, -- 
To bleſs this place with your Divinity ?: * 
How have you paſt the Mountains, Rocks, and Sea: 
Which ſo long parted my fair World and me 2 
Iſabel, My Fate isin ſuch myſteries inyolv'd, - 
The riddle is not eaſily reſolv'd : 
Stolne from my Court, forc'd almoſt from the Tomb- 
Of my dead Father---- - : 
Ibrah. Her Father dead ! - 
Tſabel. And after that become 
A prey to one unknown, rob'd of my peace, 
Freedom, and pow'r,expos'd to Winds and Seas; + - 
And what moredreadful is than all thoſe pains, 
The hazard ofrmy. Honour in my Chains: 
Through theſe rough paths I have been guided: here; 
But now I-think my Sanctuary near, $ 
My 1brahims preſence does diſpel my fear; z . 
Baſſa. Thole ations her miſtaken Innocence, 
Has render'd ſuch a Capital offence 
Kind R#ſtan, Sir, did. boldly for your ſake, 
And for your preſervation undertake, 
Ibrah, For mine! | 
Tſabel, For his! Oh let me hear no more: : 
If all this rudeneſs was on 1bya4+m's ſcore x 
And by your order I th'Abule receive, 
T've heard much more chan I can e're forgive. 


Ibrah, 


See ere ee OE Or IC rn —=ey=—_——_—__—_—__ 
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/ 
| Ibryah, Can you believe me guilty but in thought 
| Of that black Crime the impious Ruſtay wrought 2 
| Tho ſhe'sa Treaſure I eſteem Divine, 
| . By Sacriledge I would not make her mine. 
: Baſſa, The Vizier may all theſe excuſes ſpare, 
| For in this Rape, he, Madam, had no ſhare, 
| This Plot was Ruſtans only, who by Spies to 1brah, 
 Employ'd Yobſerve you in your Privacies, . 
Found you a Captive were to thoſe bright Eyes. 
By ſome diſcourſe 'rwixt you and Doyrea made, 
; ; The ſecret of your Love was firſt betray'd. 
Rnſtan knew too, her Father was your Foe, 
| And that you'd ne're conſent to uſe him ſo: 
| And fearing ſo much Love, Deſpair, and Grief, 
Might rob the World without ſome quick Relief; 
FS Unknown to you, he took this violent courſe, 
| T'obtain what kindneſs could not win, by force ; 
And hopes that a6 may not a Crime appear, 
| Which ſaves your Life, and cures a Kingdoms fear. 
| Iſabel. But fince my Fate has broughc me to this place, 
I - Where I once more behold my Thrahims Face ; 
{ And ſafe in Duty, and in Honour live, 
[| Tell him a Crime ſo kind I can forgive, 
1 Ibrah, But ſay you ſaw your 1brahim in Chains, 
| Bound, during Life, to bear the worſt of pains ; 
| Rifl'd of all his Honours, Pomp, and Pow'rs, 
Could you in ſome dark Dungeon call him Yours 2 
Iſabel. Why Sir this cruel queſtion 2 Can diſtreſs, 
And change of Fortune make my Pafſion leſs ? > 
it "Tis not true Love that ever can decreaſe, 
| But whodares load with Chains the Sultans Friend, 
bl Can hamain pow'r oppreſs what hee'l defend ? 
j Thrah, Alas that friendſhip which once ſhin'd on me, 
Is ſer for ever: Callt not Vanity; 
Whenl muſt ſay 'twas my ill Fate to prove 
The obje& of the fair $»1taza's Love. 
And Solyman o'te-aQting Friendihips part, 
Made me an offer of a Daughters heart. 
'W hich Grace refus'd, too plainly I fore-ſee, 
The oire effe&s of ſighted Myjeſty, + 
| Iſabel, 


4 


Ibrahim, the I/[uftrious Baſſa, 
Iſabel, And will my 1brehim bear all. this for me 2 - 
Will he for me provoke the Sultans frowns, 


And for my fake neglect Life, Pow'r, and Crowns ?2 
Thrah. 1 could for you the worſt of Fates as: 


| I5- 


Death were my Pride, and if't had any pain, 

*T would be to part ſo long to meer ſo late again, 
Iſabel. Kings are unlike their (ſacred pattern, Heav'nz 

If their offenders cannot be forgiven, | 

Lethim go on, his utmoſt rage fulfil: 

And chough he cannot frown, but he muſt kill ; 

Confitm this conſtancy and Fate contemn, 

Suffer more boldly than He can condemn. 

And as I doubt not, ſince the fault was mine, 

But th'Author in th'Offenders doom ſhall joyn: 

As your long Loves reward expe& to ſee, 

The Scene of Martyrdom fill'd up by me. 

As in our Loves in Death together bound, x 

With greater pomp and ſtate wee'l meet the wound, $ 

Then Victims that were led to Altars crown'd. 
Ibrah. But ſee the mighty Solyman draws nigh. 


Enter Solyman, Ulama, Morat. and Guards, 


See there the trembling Worlas Idolatry, 

And ſuch a Prince, whoſe merit is ſo high, 

That he who ſteals from Heav'n to make a gift 

Of homage there, may juſtifie the theſe, 

 Solym, Do you not tremble when you ſee me here ? 

Ibrah. No Sultan, I have reverence. but no fear. 
Solym, And does not ſhame your guilty Conſcience touch? 
1brah, Though $Soman in Thunder ſhould approach, 

Still the ſame charming Majeſty he wears ; 

Bur if ſo great and ſacred he appears, 

To thoſe that meet his Frowns, and tread on Graves ; 


How God-like is He when he Smiles and Saves 2 cot 
Solym, Tbrahim ! What Guardian Angel have you here © I 
My Furies vaniſh when ſuch charms appear : | : 5! 


Wher Lady's that? | 
Tbrih, Qne, for whoſe ſake I can I S 
Meet Death, and ſtand che Frowas of Solman: 


Soljmy 


- Beauteous unknown---- [zo I(abel. 
. Tf thy fair hand the Sacred ContraQiSeal'd, * 
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Solym.” Thy Love is bold ! | 
But in her cauſe I can't admirethy Pride, 
What unknown Nation did that Beauty hide 2 

Ibrah, Sir, to my torment (he'has been hid £00 long; 
Too fierce her Jaylor, and her Jayl coo ſtrong, 
Till Fateat laſt clos'd up her Dragons Eyes, 
And then by force brought the Illuſtrious Prize, 
Heay'n this fair Mourner ſent t'attend my Grave, 
To ſee your bleecing Victim in her Slave. 

Solyme. No 1brahimy you could not dye before : 
For Solyman, your Lifes proteQion ſwore. | 
And now you muſt not ſuffer if you cou'd-: 
Such Beauty can appeaſe my injur'd blood, 7 
Though you've wrong'd Friendſhip, Friendſhip muſt forgive: 
Who cannot dye for her, caa leſs deſerve to live. 


Which muſt not be by any Pow'r Repeal'd ; 
T hac Preſent from a Monarchs Hand accept, | | 
[gives Ibrahim 70 her. 
Which has for thee by Deſtiny been kepr. 
Tſhould'unjuſtly, in a Subject chide | 
"That Conſtancy, :which is a Monarchs Pride, 
1brah. By your ſurprizing goodneſs overcome, 


Thos let his Duty ſpeak, whom wonder has firack dumb, 
6 [ Kneels, 


Solym, Riſe 1brabim; is Juſtice 1na King 
9 ſtrange, and ſo aſtoniſhing a thing © 
Iſabel, Isthis the Dungeon? Theſe the Chains ? falſe fear, 


Thar could ſuſpe& ſuch Cruelty raign'd there ! 


- Sure you miſtook the Judge, or I the Dvom, Fzolbrah, 


Who find ſuch vertue out of Chriſtendom, , 
Solym, Juſtice and Nature here ſhall end their ſtrife: 
Rich in thoſe Charms enjoy a happy Liſe. 
Ibrah, So vaſt a gift by ſo much mercy given! 
If Monarchs in their ations coppy Heav'n, 
Your glory in that Liit muſt be the chict: . 
Never was coppy yet ſo near the Life. ' - Es 
Solym, Tho Face for this commanding Beanty's ſake, * * 
Wll nor permit you ſhould -my blood partake, : 


< —— — 


Ibrahim, the Illzftiions Baſſas; 
{ will not be by Deſtiny.out-done: 


I in a Friend: will ſtill poſſeſs a Son, | | 5 ./ 


Thrah. What means my King 2 
Solym. All kindneſs to that Name. 
What ever envy'd Monarch does lay claim 
To this fair Racey His glory Ile partake, 
This Lady my Adopted Daughter make. 
With all the Rires and Pomwp due to my blood, 
With all the Regal Ornaments endow'd, 
That ever did or can attend my Race, . 
You ſhall in Her a Sultaneſs embrace. 
Iſabel, Forgive me, ſleeping Father, when I muſt 
Thy Honours ſteal, and rob thy Sacred Duſt, 
To pay new homage here. Great Solyman! 
Such matchleſs Vertues in your Boſom raign,y 
As without fin, Religion can controul, 
And _ th Ambition of a Chriſtians ſoul, 
Let me thus low the mighty Title meer, | 
And fall before a Royal Fathers feer, [\Kncels. 
Solym. Riſe, and accept 
Not on my Bounty, but your merits ſcore | 
A Fathers Love. { Raiſes her wy. 
Pray Heav'n I've given. no more, | | 
] have approach'd her killing excellence 


Too nigh, and feel in my tranſported ſence, Aſide. | 


Something thar ſays I'm by my Eyes undone : 
And yet the Lawleſs wandring lights gaze on. 

Iſabel. Thoſe numerous Trophies you've in Battle wone, 
Gain you leſs Fame than rhis one a has done, 
Your Vilour there but Nations overthrews 
Here Solyman does Solyman ſubdue, 

Solym, Ac 6:1 chought 1.gaz'd withour a fin: 
Friendſh/p and Honour kept the Traytor in. 
Now *t1s refiſt.efs 3 whilſt (ach pains-ſhe takes { MS. 
To vraiſe my Conqueſts, ſhe a greater makes, 

Iſabel. How faintly Fam- does Solyman preſent 
In thoie weak name:, Great and Meonificent, 


| Thoſe Actributes the Chriſt-an World does give, 


And thoſe from Fear and Envy you receive. : 
A D X ; 
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If who but hear your goodneſs give no leſs, 
W hat muſt ſhe pay whom it vouchſafes to bleſs? 
Solym. What muſt you pay? | 
O that ſtrange word ! might I preſcribe che way, 
How thoſe fair Eyes their Gratitude ſhould pay 
I Miſer-like, ſhou'd for ſuch payment ſue, Aſide; 
As would Yenrich my ſelf che World undoe. e 2 
But Shame and Friendſhip interpoſe berween 
My wand'ring wiſhes, and that ſplendid Scene. } 
Fair Creature------ — : 
Tſabel. Generous Sir---#-« | | 
Solyzs. No more! ' - | 
Think 1've oblig'd you lefs, or if I had done 
What might deſerve applauſe, yet pay me none; 
For fince her Eyes have done too much before, 


Why ſhould her Wit advance the Conquerour ? 


Since ,Ihave the Mortal ſtroke already found, ip.. 
"Tis torturing of me toenlarge the wound. =O” 
Tſabtl.; Then what I maſtnot, my whole Sex ſhall pay - 
For the ſtrange wonders of aur Nuptial day z 
Lovers ſhall in their Temples fing your praiſe, 
And add their Mirtle Chaplets to your Bayes. 
Solym. Fair excellence, no more: Here 16rablim; haſte; 


|  - [ Gives ber tolbratim, 
Bepone, and hold that Beantious Treaſure faſt. 


Be gone, whilſt ] have power to bid you goe, 
Ihrah. We have receiv'd his Royal Grace too flow. 
His Daughters ſtruggling wrongs reſume their pow'rs: 


[To Ifabel. 
Let us retire whilſt the bleſt minate's ours. 
Solym. Quick, flye with your rich prize , leſt you delay, 
Til! chat ſtorm riſe, will drown you if you ſtay, 


(Ex. Ibrahim aud ab. 

And is ſhe given into a Rivals hand 2 | 
Seiz'd and poſſeſs'd; and all by my commagd ? 
He from my bleeding heart rears that fair prey ; 
And in that Rape forces my life away, | 

| [ Ex. Attendants to Tbrahing and Iſabella; 
Stay Prince, to you, and to Morat, dare wa 
The neareſt ſecrers of my Soul declare. 


I'm 


I'm grown ſo alter'd, and deform'd a thing ; 

In Solymen you'l ſcarce find out your King. 

An impious and devouring flame has raiz'd 

All in me that was good, all that was great defac'd: 

That like the World in its laſt Funeral fires, 

After that infinite Maſs cpnſum'd, expires; 

Where once (0 Rghs an Orbe of glory was; | 
Torments and Hell fill up the empty ſpace. (grew, 

Yam. Thoſe thoughts, whence this diſorder'd language 
' Have ſome great cauſe: 

Solym, Yes, and a ſtrange one too. 

I'm practiſing the Gyants War.agen: 
Pve ſeen that Heav'a I wou'd pnjuſtly Win. 
In one mean at, my Honour I Dethrone : 
From 1brahim's Friend,-I am his Rival grown, 

Ulam. For his, for hers, for your owa glories ſake, 
Some care of your declining Friendſhip tte. he 
Her, by your Kingly promiſe, you haye made 
Your Daughter, him your Son; Rights which tiinvade, 
Will ſo much ſtain your worth, ecclipſe your light, 

That your own .Mirrour will your ſoul affright: 
- That he who oace made trembling Nations ſhake, 
Will at his, own. ſurprizing Image quake. | 

Solym. Theſe reaſons myCanverſion might have wroyghr, 

Were I not too much harden'd in my fault. 
But lame I Love, and muſt Enjoy 

No Argument can that Reſolve deſtroy, 

In this extream my deſp'rate cauſe defend, 

Not as my Reaſons, but my Paſſions Friend. 

O cell me how . 

T may my Love withont a-Crime purſue; 
Sooth me, and flatter.me, deceive me, do: 
Hide all thoſe ſtains that make ir an offence, 
And cheat me with, a glimpſe of Innocence. 

Morat. What need of Cheats? Is there a happinefs 
That the Worlds Lord ſhould wiſh, and not poſſeſs? 
You wrong your ſelf, and. our great Propher too, 

To yield to grief,,,and not yonr.joys.purſue : 
Kingsare his care, nor are tbeir.-paſſions fir'd 

by comman heat of blood, ;but things inſpi'd, ; 
C 2 *Tis 
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- Brands my inconſtancy with guilt and ſhame. 
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'Tis the Eternal Will that does ordain - 7" 2 MY 

Your Love or Hate ; nor can that ac in vain« 

If your Bliſs only by her Love's attain'd, 

For you then ſhe's by providehce ordain'd.. 

Why to your ſelf then, are.you ſo ankiad, 

To feed your own deſpair , why, to man-kind, 

To let their Monarch languiſh 3 why to Heav'n, 

Thus to refuſe what th'High decrees have giv'a ? 
Solym. No, kind Morat ; our Prophet does ordain, 

Monarchs with Honour ſhould their Joys obtain: 

And when that Rock ſtops our forbidden way, 

Pow'r muſt not climb where Vertue bids us ſtay. | 
Mor. Honour and Friendſhip ſafe, with all her charms, 

That Beauty ſhall be. lodg within your armes. 2 

Put his Allegiance to this glorious teſt; : 

Tell him your Love, and make her your requeſt, 

When he ſhall know ſuch ador'd greatneſs dies, 

If not recover'd by that Ladies eyes; _ 

W hat will not ſo: much Loyalty perform, 

Toguard his King from ſuch a chrear'ning ſtorm 2 

By Heav'n he will preſent her on his knees. 
Solym, Love ne'te. makes guifts ſo. Prodigal as theſe. 

- Mor, Be not deceiv'd, your pow'rful influence try. 

Solym. How, not deceiv'd ! Yes,. you deceive me. 
For. 1! I LOO A. 
Solym, Yes! and I thank.you for the Courteſite: 

Though all that you have ſaid in my defence, - ' + © 

Are Reaſons as remov'd from Truth and' Sence, -- - 

As I'm from Peace: Yet ſuch my paſſion is, _- . 

I'm charm'd ev'n with imaginary bliſs. . 

Love, when thy pow'rs diſtracted” fancies ſeize,* * 

Hope inall formes, tho ne're ſo falſe can pleaſe, * (dreams, 
Ulam, Recall your wandering thoughts from fuch-falſe 

And_free your ſelf from a}l theſe wil'd extreams : 

This low deſire and humble thought ſurmonne, 

And your owh happier Scenes of Love recount : 

Think of that dazling form, ſo far above _ _. 

Natures leſs lights, your Raxolans's Love.  - '- 
Solym. There ! Oh'tis theze I'm loſt ! that only Name; 


Her 
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Her right I, irreligious I, have ſtole; 
She, who ſo long has (ingly ſway'd my foul 5 
To whom PF ve (worne that Faith ſhould 'ne're remove, 
And dedicated an immortal Love, | 
A Love ſo ſacred, as ſhould neither have 
An end on this fide, nor beyond the Grave: 
Down go her Altars, and her pow'r decays; 


Toa new Saint I a new Temple raiſe, Ex, Sol. & Mor. 


Hlam. This ſecret muſt co Roxolanad the - 

Muſt hear her faichleſs Lords Apoſtacy. 

The early knowledge of this dang':ous Love; © 

May give her means her dangers to remove. -. 

Vie waken all the forces of her heart, 

Rowze all her charms, her policy and art, -- 

To re-eſtabliſh her declining power : 

I to my Truſt was never falſe before. 

But am T falſe roppoſe his Crimes:! to ſerve - 

Such excellence, ſuch greatneſs to-preſerve } . 

To be his Vertues and her Honours guard !  : 

Friendſhip's a Tyrant, if*c has Laws ſo hard. 

But why did I ſee Roxolana laſt ? | 

Why was that Jewel in the Turkiſh Diadem placid, :: 

To ſhine ſo bright, and yet be priz'd no higher? . + '- 

Can he, whom ſuch Raies warm, - '- ; 

Beled aſtray by any wand'ring fire 2 

Wellare thy Enfigns, "the inconſtant Moon; - J 

Had ſhe been aeſtin'd to adorn my-Throne,. > 

She had meta kinder Clime under a Perfian.Sun.. 

Yet though I Love, and Love too late---- . 

Enter Roxolana and Aſteria. | 

She's here! 

The ſtory is not for 4Ferta's ear. - ths 

Fle watch the favour of a private:hour,  : -{ +. [ Ex; 
Rox, There wasa time when my commands had pow'r. 
Aſter. Have they nor ſtill? + WED 
Roxol, Then Love that Traytor leſs; 

And your obedience in your ſcorn expreſs. 


AFer. Love, once by your conſent my Breaſt-dictiile ; EZ; 


And can your Councels change; and not my Soul?- + :-'s 
No, ſore z like Oracles ſuchigoodneſs ſpoke,: . | 


*Pronounced what it meant never to revoke, Hate, 


For being injur'd ona Rivals ſcore, 


I would not getoHleav'n rilbhe.comes there, | 


t 
[ 
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Hate, that rough Paſſion, Natures worſt diſeaſe, 
Should be learnt only amongſt Savages, , 


mo__ more refin'd, and words of gentler fence, 


Should be che Precepts of ſuch Excellence. 
Roxol. Poor Innocence, abuſe your {elf go-more ; 
Thiok of Revenge, and thoſe fond tears give o're. 
Aſter. Has Ibrahim deſerv'd fo ill of we? | 
Roxol, Can ſuch appareat Crimes diſputed be ? 
Such injuries, though by ch'Olfenders Fate, 


. You may Revenge, you ne're can expiate. 


After, Talk not of puniſhing ſo brave a Man. 
Though hopeleſs I, -his Love muſt never;gain g 
Call it his Fate, not Cruelty, ,when I 
Mult for ſome more:deſerving Beauty dye) _ 
Roxol, Your anger and diſdain ſhould ſwell the: moxe, 


Who can t'a meaner:choicehis thoughts debaſe, 
And wrong hi$lifes-Protedtre(ſs, and the Race 
Of Solyman, a man ſo-baſe and rude, 
You ought to ſcorn for his ingratityde. 
After. Ah Royal Madam, do-nat lay.a Crime 
Upeca the juſt and guiltleſs, br him, 
No doubt my Love came in-t00 late an hour, 
W hen his loſt heart was gone beyond his power ; 
Seal'd by (ome Vows which I-muſt ne're recall, 
And ſhould I be ſoguilty 1n-my fall, 
As agatoſt Hcav/n and Nature torepine, 
Becauſe they have made Eyes more bright, marie 2 
Roxol, If Love, the paymentof his heart withſtood, 
His Honour ſhould havepaid you with: his blood. 
But ſince he guilty lives, abhor his Name 3 
If juſtice can'c convert you, -then.let ſhame. | 
Afer, No more :alteady;you-roo much have ſaid, 
Whenyomcommands:cannever.be obey'd:; _ - 
I ne're can hate him 3 though his Loſs whſt kill 3 
My Murderer is wy Lov'd Ilbrahine fell. 
The world has nat that:man, 4whofe warth ſhould. buy 
My. lfe,: when: I for:yfralwen candye.. . .- AM 
Yet metthinks Death I waulkd nor wiſheodaar ; Lrn5ts6. 


let 
+ Fth, Rownd. 
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Roxol. Leave me 4fterisz how can T endure 
To hear thoſe ills, my Councel cannor cure? ©. 
F #4 * CEx; Afteria, 
Enter Ulams. | 


Ulam, Pride of the World, in Beauty, Power, and Love, 
Great here below, and no leſs great above : - Fo 
' To Solymar's Throne by Divine Juſtice led, 

Which gave ſuch meric co adorn that head. 

Love, which in Turkiſh Kings no Kimits knew, 

But wide and ſpreading'like their Enfigns flew 3. 

By the new Miracle your Beauty wrought, 

Its firſt and only conſtancy was taught. | » 
Whilſt ch'Emperors wihes in a prize ſo rare, | (| 
Met all the Worlds delight, and center'Fthere. 

Rox0l. How Ulama! Is Roxolana's power 
Diſputed, that it wants an Orator * 

Ulam, No, Madam, there, where Empire's abſolute,. - 

Your pow'r all ſhould obey, and none diſpute. 
But when ſome black Tempeſtuous Vapours riſe, 
And with an envious darkneſs ſhade the skies, 
We ſee the Sun behind a Cloud retire: | 
Great lights may be Eclips'd, though ne're expire, 
Pardon that tongue which muſt offend your Ear : 
And ſay : 
There's a ſtorm riſe in Roxo/I7a's Sphear, b 
There is a Chriſtian Beauty hither come, 
That has out-done the Arms of Chriſtendom, 
The Turkiſh Creſcents were Trinmphant there, 
But their great Leader is a Captive here, 
Roxolb. Go ON—.- 
Ylam. And that which does his pains increaſe, -- 
Is, that this fair Inyader of his peace 
Calls 1brahim Eord 3 by a long-kindled fire, 


In mutual wiſhes their twin-ſouls conſpire, | | ar 
Yet not the pow'r of Friendſhip, nor the ſence - ©-0 
Of infinite charms, th'Almighty inflaence Y | —_ 
Of. Roxolans. not this glorious piece, ED 
Enrich by nature ar ſo vaſt a price, 7 | * 
That*cis undone z a workmanſhip ſo I EE» | 


As Bankrupt Nature never can repeat: 


'Who only for your ſervice beggs to live. 


-Tf ſuch T muſt be, let your pow's; diipence, | 


'T would noc willingly ſeem guilty. coo: 


24 Ibrahim, the luftrious Baſſe, 


Not all this dazling obje& can reſtrain 
Your wand'ring. Selymar from thoughts too mean; 
Such thoughts, that Hezthat's bleſt by your fair eyes, 
And Lord of ſuch a Treaſure, ſhould deſpiſe. 

..Rox. And are your Conquer'd fortunes ſank fo far, 
T hat to revenge the injuries of War, BEET 
Wanting the pow'r toppoſe bis arms, you dare 
Invade the Sultans breaſt, raſſault him theres 
When by (o infolent-a Treachery, 

You would raiſe ſtorms betwixt my-:King and Me? 

He who dares breath -. F 

Againſt th'unblemiſht Honour of my Lord, . 

That honour which has been ſo long ador'd 

By th'World and Me, -not pray'rs nor off rings ſhou'd 

From my juſt rage prote& the boid Baſphemers blood. 

But chy rude Arrogance ſhall boaſt no more | 

Th'indulgence of a gen'rous Conqueror. NE 

My Guards there ! [ Enter Guards. 

Seize that Traytor. | [ Guards, ſeize Ulama. 
Ulam. A command - 

From you, I ſhould not ev'n in Death withſtand : 

But for ſome minurces grant him a Reprieve, 


Rox. Serv'd by ſuch Treachery ! Yes thy Canker'd hearr 
Deſerves that glory, Traytor as thau art. | 

Ulam. He who dares falfly ſtain your Sultans Fame, 
And impiouſly profane that Mighty Name, 
Deſerves more Tottures than the rage of Fate 


Or Hell can give; for he deſerves your hate : 


Bur if your alter'd Solyman lay: by, * 


Once in a.Life his bright Divinity, 


For a frail thoughtz muſt he thar knows, and he 
That tel's the Miracle, Truths. Murtyr be. ? 


With life enough to grov= my Iunocence, 
Icis enough my Sentence came {rom you, 


He who from your diſpleaſure meets his Doom, 

Needs no more wetght-co cruſh him:to his Tombs... | 
Rox. Call Solyman perjui'd, and have a pretence, WT 

Atter that word to talk of Innocence: _* _Ulam, 
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Yam. But Madam----- 
Roxol. Falſehood in Solyman ! were't writ i'th'Stars, 
I'd not believe it: Through thoſe Charafters 
-Of Night, I ſhould Heaven's ſpite and malice ſee, 
And call their twinkling lights as falſe as thee. 
Ulam, Would allT've ſaid were falſe, and I that black 
And monſtrous thing your anger does miſtake : 
So much I Roxolana's bliſs. prefer 
Before Life, Fame, and all that men call dear : 
That to unite her wandering Lord and her, 
I wiſh by-Death I could her troubles ceaſe, 
And be-that Traytor to ſecure her peace. | 
Roxol., Your forfeit Head----but live----for ſhould you dye 
By Death you would bur end your Infamy, 
Your blood by me would be too nobly ſpilr : 
Live branded with my hate, and your own guilt. 
| Enter Aſteria. . 
Aſter. Madam, my happy Rival is arriv'd, 
And with ſuch pomp by $e/yman receiv'd 3 
With ſo much joy, as if the ſmiles he gave, 
Shou'd build a Monument o're a Daughters Grave. 
Roxol, What do hear? halfhe has ſaid is true. 
Releaſe him, [Guards releaſe him. 
Whar if all ſhou'd be ſo too ? | 
'Tis ſomething ſtrange, that Solyman ſhou'd treat 
His injur'd Daughters Rival in ſach ſtate : 
I faign would ask her---- but a ſadden chill 
Has ſeiz'd my blood 3 ſomething me-thinks I feel 
Like a cold damp came from that killing breath. 
Whac will the cruth be then; if buttthe fear be death 2 | 
TEx. all but Ulama. 
Ulam. Are (corn and hate my Services reward ? 
Death with my Love -compar'd *s a task leſs hard. 
Men dye with hopes of bliſs, 1 Love with none : 
Yet (till T muſt adore where I'm undone. 
Though by your pow'r unworthy Solyman, 
Vain are my hopes, and endleſs is my pain, 
My Pride ſhall be, Iwill my Love purſue 
For leſs reward, with greater Faith than you. [Ex 
The end of the Second Att, | 
E ACT 


With 16r4him'3 abſence to revenge his Prince. _ : 
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ACT the THIRD. 
The SCENE, a Room of State. 


Enter Ibrahim azd Iſabella with Women- Attendants. 
Ibrah, Is generous Friendſhip that unites us now, | 
H Was that which did ſo long divide us t00. 
For when as my long Services reward, 
Quitting wy tireſome Honours I prepar'd 
To beg my Freedom, and returning home, 
To meet my only Joys in Chriſtendom : 
One War ſcarce finiſht, ſill ſucceeded new, 
The Sultan found freſh Kingdoms to ſubdue: 
And whilſt he had Foes t'oppoſe, or Crowns to gain 3 
My Paſfion with my Honour {trove in vain, 
Still ſtudying to diſcharge my mighty Debt, 
T loſt my Freedom by deſerying it: 
By my ſucceſs, to Solymay I grew 
Still more endear'd, and more remoy'd from you. 
1ſab. So much this Juſtice merits my Applauſe, 
That had you quitted ſuch a Monarchs Cauſe 
Ignobly, though for me; ſo great a ſtain, 
Had made me ſhare the wrongs of Solyman. 
Enter Solyman and Morat. 

Solym. Natolia up in Armes ! I wiſh no more. [fo Morat, 
Rebeilicnne're was welcome till this hour, | 
This Inſurreion will auſpicious prove, . 

And aid me in my bold and dangerons Love, 

My fair Adopted, with that care and art, CTo Iab.. 
I'm bound to treat ſuch infinite deſert : 

That ttembling 1 approach, you out of fear. 

Tolooſe that favour which I prize ſo dear 3 

When my Neceſſity my Tongue muſt force, 

To make a ſhort, but an unkind Divorce. 

Start not at what your pleaſure my withſtand : 

'Tis only my requeſt, not my command, 

But if fair 7ſabela won'd diſpence 


»w 
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' I'd beg roy Valiant 7brahiw's Sword of you $ 


The Inſolent Natol:ans to ſabdue. 
His preſence their Allegiance will reſtore, 


W ho felt his Conquering Arm (ſo late before. 


And though a while he does his Joys delay, 
Hee'l come more glorious to his Nuptial day. 


Iſabel. When Solyman's Honour, or his Dangers ca 


My Right's ſo lictle, and my power fo ſmall - 


I can't, or if I could, I ſhou'd not ſtay 


Their hands, who at your feet their Laurels lay, 


Go fight, and conquer to adorn that brow: 
Pay your vaſt debt co this great Monarch due. 


Whatever my own private ſufferings be, 


When'tis Cadvance your Fame, I ought to ſee 


Him rather dye for you, than live for me, 


Thar if his own yet matchleſs courage cou'd 
Not bring him ſafely back, your wiſhes wou'd. 


Ibrah. My Pride, and my Devotion ſhou'd embrace 
Thar glorious task, which your Imperial Grace, 


Upon your Creature, and your Slave confers, 
But thus t'aſſert your Fame wou'd ruine Hers: 


Solym, How Thbrabim, 

Ibrah. Great Sir, the very ſound . 
Of a Seraelio will her Honour wound. 
Virgins their Fame ſo cautiouſly ſupport, 


Thar ſhe's not ſafe, though todg'd in $olymay's Court. 


I therefore beg our ſpeedy Nuptials may 


Drive both her Dangers, and my Fears away, 


And till our Stars my ſafe return decree, 
My Pallace may her Sanctuary be. 

But if the chance of War has not defign'd 
My Life, as Fortune is not always kind: 
I at my deſtiny ſhall 'leſs repine, 

To think my 7/abe/a once was mine z 


Adding the thoughts of one days bliſs belozr, 


\ To that Eternicy ro which I goe. 


Solom. 1 can forgive thy fear, though 'tis unjuſt, 
My well-known Virtue checks that yain diſtruſt : 


E 2 


1; 


[70 Ibrah, 
$ to Solym, 


_ Solym. Illuſtrious Maid, fear not his ſafe return. 
Heav'n for your merit muſt have ſuch concern, 


That 
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That Conſtancy which long has been my Fame,- 
And render'd a Seraglio but a name. | 
Yece're you go, I would compleat your Bliſs : 
But Honour which commands that, hinders this. . 
So bright mult 7ſabe/a's Nuptials ſhine, 
And I ſo great Solemnities deſign s. TE 
That the o'ce-haſty Cauſe which calls you hence, 
Does too few hours for that great work diſpence. . 
Ibrah. Our Nuptials with. leſs State-»-- 
Solym. Ir_is unkind 
To think ſo ill of- what's ſo well defign'd: 
You ſlight my favours when you treat me (o. 
Ibrah, That word has filenc'd me. If I muſt go,. 
And 20, ere Ithe Sacred Tye can bind, 
Of ch'unſeal'd Treaſure char. I leave behind, 
I make a Deed of Truſt to Solyman, {gives her to-Solym.. 
Here in my abſence as a Father Reign. 
To my great Lord hes ſafety I reſign : 
Whilſt I ſubdue your World, do you. guard mine. 
Solym.. Guard her ! that charge nat her beſt Angels can. 
Perform, with half che Zeal of Solyman. | 
Oh Tbrahim ! cou'd thy Innocence but gueſs, | 
With how much gvilc I this fair charge poſſeſs ! Apde 


'T would chill thy blood, and make.an Ague there, 
As great as is the burning Feavour here. 
Me-thinksI in your looks diſcern a pain, . 
T hat begs this guifc.ſome minutes back again. 
Take her: Till that juſt right's perform'd,: I'mrgone-2+, ;- 
Your paiting Love admits no lookers on. :- . - 4.51; ; 
' © [gives her agenrolbrabin. gi 
Conqueſt and Armes on him I did beſtow, . 1 | 
To raiſe him once, but todeſtroy him now.. * | . 
Love of all paſſions is the'moſt Divine, Aa 
But when encompaſt with ſuch Crimes as mine, rſs, : 
By thinum'rous frailties that-attendir, then. | 
When we come next ro Gods, we are but men, } | 
| [Exit Solym. and Morate 
' T{abel. Tbid you go; but guard your precious Life 
For endleſs, if you dye, will be my grief, . 


> - 
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I ſhall be left in a ſtrange Coure unknown, - | 
Where my dear Fame may ſuffer, 'when you're gone. 
Nay worſe left ina World, not worth my care 
Or thought, when once my 1brahim's not there, 
Ibrah. Beauty and Love ſo fair a Seat ne're hel]. 
' Were not the Conſtant Sultax's boſom ſeal'd , ' 
Were not- his Heart, his Roxolana's prize, 
I ſhould ſuſpe the Magick of your Eyes. 
Iſabel. Could Solyman be ſalle, and by my pow'r, 
Though abſent, nay, though dead, yer reſt ſecure: 
Fear not in Heay'n aſſaults againſt her Love, 
Which Crowns can'c buy, nor Fate it ſelf removye. 
But cou'd he Love, there*s lictle danger here. 
What e're their pow'r is when my 7brahim's near ; 
He'l find, when you are abſent, in theſe Eyes, 
More to move pitty, than gain Victories. 
1bzah, Surprizing Vertuez ſo much Extaſy 
In our next happy meeting I fore-ſee: 
Did not the pain of parting make ic leſs, 
My joys would ev'n grow fatal by th'exceſs. . 
But if the diſtant proſpe@ is ſo- clear, 
How dazling will the bliſs be when *cis near 2 
Tfabel. When you are gone, as 's reſolv'd you malt: . 
My tears in ſolitude will be fo juſt, | 
AndT'le perform my Loves ſad Rites ſowell, 
As ſhall converta Pallace to a Cell: 
And if the War ſhoald take, your Life away 
(But oh far diſtant be that fatal day.) 
From Courts, and from the tireſome world The flye,.. 
And your juſt moutner ina Cloyſter dye, (bout 


Ibrxah, Oh matchleſs Faith ! They who would ſearch a- 


The World; .to find thy. Vertues equal out : 
Muſt take a Journey longer than the Sun, 
And Pilgrims dye, ee half their race is.run. 


[Enter Aſteria. . 


AFeria here! | | 
Iſabel. Do I my Rival ſee? - 
Is this the Beauty you refus'd for me? . 
Aſter... Fair envy'd Maid,!. !Tis.not enough that you. . 
Should only Conquer, you muſt Tryumph too. . | 


Your :; 


\ +4 
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Your Beauty has no little Trophy won, 


When it is prais'd by her'ithas nndone : 
See here a Monarchs mourning Daughter brought 
To ſpeak the glories by a Rival wrought : 
Mrs. of more than all the World can boaſt , 
M:s, of all Afteria's hopes have loſt, 
Iſabel, Can ſo much Beauty mourn? It there's that Breaſt 
That canthe force of thoſe fair Eyes reſiſt, 
The fault's in Fortune, not your want of pow'r : 
I ſaw him firſt, and in the lackieſt chour : 
You only came too Jate to gain that heart 5 
And are in chance Out-rival'd, not deſert : 
Bur am I ſafe againſt ſnchcharms 2 I view 
Freſh dangers in the Wonders lodg'd in you. 
Aſter. O do not fear that I'd invade your right : 
I would not make him wretched, if T' might: 
If Deſtiny cou'd e're have made me His, 
His Soul all mine z inthat high ſtate of bliſs, 
I (hou'd have pitty'd Kings ; thoaght Crowns leſs dear » 
To command worlds, not worth obeying here. 
Bu: could he now be mine, the dearer joy 
He loſt in you, would his Lifes peace deſtroy. 
But know I'd ne're cloud him to make me ſhine x 
I would not ſhake his peace, though to crown mine. 
Ibrah. Mirrour of Vertue ! ſtopthoſe Tears, and treat 
Ingraticude at a much juſter rate : | 
Your hate and ſcorn ſhou'd my deſerts repay, ' 
Caſt not (© ill thoſe ſacred Pearl away, | 
Aſter. Not mourn for 1brahim 7 yes! anddyey but if 
Fa'e for a while protects my weary Life, | 
'Tis only lent me to be kind to you :_ 
Thra), No longer this aſtoniſhing theam-purſae, 
After, © Sir, there hangs a Comet o're' your head, 
A threatning Star in gloomy horrors ſptead.. ſe oo? 
1{abel. Say, Madam, what's that Ruine that's ſo near , 
Dangers are his Familiars, but not fear, 
Aſter. My Cruel Father----oh that Sacred Name ! 
None but a Daughter to pronounce his ſhatne ! 
My Father, Sir, has laid his Vertue down, 
Has ſhaded all the luſtre of his Crown, 


And 
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And in that black degenerate diſguiſe, 
Has ſeen his 1brahim's Saint with impious eyes, 
Tbr6h, Tortures and Hell! -——_ 
Iſabel. Oh would this ſound of Death, 
Had found a paſſage from ſGme Yillains breath z 
Some Infidel or Helliſh miniſter : 
There might be hopes then my deluded ear 
Had been abus'd, and ſome brib'd. Traitor ſpoke z 
But there's too great Credentials in that look, | 
Ibrah. Quick, quick, dear Madaw, Kill apacez go on, 
Say, what black hogr this Cruelty begua 2 
How fatally the ſudden Tempeſt riſe, | 
That would put out my light, and Ecclipſe his. 
Aſter. To Ulama he has teveard his ſhame, 
'Tis from his Mouth, the fatal ſecret came: 
And that your fight may not his hopes debar, 
He takes th'occaſion of th'approaching War + 
To make his paſſage free ; whilſt you are ſent 
To conquer, 'cis a ſplendid baniſhmenr. 
But fly dear. Sir, leave an Inhumane Court, 
W here glorious ills their gaudy pomp ſupport. 
Fly to ſome kinder Clime, | 
Where both from dangers and from fears remov'd, 
For ever Love, and be for ever Lov'd ; | 
Free from all Jealouſie, Cares, and diſtruſt, 
Live a long happy Life when I am Duſt, 


And Madam, donot think I am unkind [To Iabel, 


In courting him to leave his pow'rs behind, 
And all his Honours quit: You, who candwell 
Securely with ſuch merit in a Cell x - 
Will make your Joys the loſs of Crowns ſupply, 
If you but love him half ſo well as 1. 

Iſabel. Great Solyman has found an early Heir 5 
Vertue has left his breaſt Vinhabit here. 

Aſier. But when Ibid you flye, and from all harms,. 
Remove you to be ſafe in 1brahims Armes : 
1 make you happy, but with all the pain 
Deſpairing Love and bleeding hearts ſuſtein. -. 
Forc'd by my Piety and Love, I muſt PE 
A Rival bleſs to make a Father juſt : 


Ibr ah. * 
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1brah. But Madam, when ſhe's ſafe, ſafe in my pow'r, 
From ſplendid Jailes, and Rival Kings ſecure : 
Then what requital can [ make, who owe 
My Life, and all that makes Life dear to you, 
Aſter. The payment I ſhall ask, will eafte bez 
Only remember you were fav'd by me: 
And if my Memory be worth your care, 
Then I'm o're-paid for all my favours here, 
Thrah, Fear not my payment then if that be all, 
Onyou, as on my Turelar Saint Tle call, 
Aſter. What-you reſolve, muſt inſtantly be done, 
Wh:]{t we diſcourſe the precious minutes run. 
Morat, and his Confederates haunt this ground, 
And ev'n her Guards already watch her round. 
But for her (3fety I have ſound rhe way. 
Ibrah, Speak Author of my Heav'n, and Ile obey. 
Aſter. You know what Turkifh cuſtom | 
Has with th'Imperial Daughters long prevail'd 1 
A Sulraneſs ne're walks abroad Unveil'd : 
She then by my retinue and 'my ſhape, 
Shall in my borrow'd Veile make an eſcape : 
My Women I've engag'd rattend ther flighr,. 
And toavaid all dangers 'by my fight. 
To keep the Cheat from all diſcovery, 
Till ſhe's gone ſafe'; I will her place ſupply. 
Iſabel. I muſt not buy my freedom at that rate, . 
Expole you to incur your Fathers hate. 
Have [ no other way tattain my bliſs ? 
Aſter. What other way 2 or where's the faulc in this? 
Iſabel. If on no other ground my ſafety's builc, 
I muſt refuſe that Bliſs Cavoid this Guilts | 
After, Were to flye with 1brahim, I ſhould find, 
Not half theſe Arguments to ſtay behind. 
Tſabel. Rather than let my Guardian be undone, 
Tle periſh by chat ſtorm T muſt not ſhun : PE. 
Tortures and Death's the worſt, and thoſe T'le bear, 
Rather than ſin againſt my Honour here. 
Aſter. Tam-his Daughrer, and have paw'r taſlwage, 
With a few Tears an angry Fathers rage: - 
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But you he Loves, Loves with a lawleſs flame, 
And no ſmall pow'r can violent paſſions tame. 
Ibrah, Madam, the kind S#ltana's giſt embrace 
Stop not the Torrent of her Royal Grace, ; 
Iſabel. Muſt ſhe then ſtay to ſuffer in my place ? 
Muſt I requite her with retarns ſo rude, 
And buy my ſafety with ingratitude 2 
_ A#er, Oh flye Sir, Iconjure you donot ſtay, 
Will you not once, not once my will obey : 
You'l pay a Life's obedience to her pow'r, 
And ſhall not I command you for an hour ? 
1hbxah, Let not her ſoft entreaties be withſtood, 
Since ſhe like Heav'n is pleas'd with doing good: 
To her a Father cannot be unkind , 
The breach your abſence makes, her prayers may bind. 
Iſabel. WereIaſſur'd her dangers were not great: 
"Twere hard when ſhe commands, and you entreat 3 
T'oppoſe ſuch force.----.- 
AFter, Have I the Conqueſt won ? | 
Now all my buyneſs in the World is done : 
I cannot fall more low, nor raiſe you higher. 
Ibrah. Farewell! _ 
And generous excellence, when we retire, 
Oblig'd by goodneſs at this vaſt exceſs, | 
We're happy. but muſt bluſh at Happineſs----- ' 
Aſter, Stay yet: If I muſt never ſee you more, 
One fayour let my breaking heart implore : 
When Miſer-like, you with a greedy eye, [0 Iſabel, 
Seize thoſe kind looks for which I mourn and dye : 
Amidſt your ſcenes of Joy ſhall 7br4him be 
Permitted but to ſteal one ſigh for me 2 
Iſabel. Permit his Sighs, yes, and command *em too : 
By my Commiſſion he ſhall pay that due. 
Aſter, And when I'm dead----(bur I ſhall ask too far-!) 
Shall He | 
At poor Aſteria's Name let fall a Tear ? 
Iſabel. Athouſand ! But be far that hour remov'd: 
Such vertue muſt of Heay'n be more belov'd 5 
Then thavea Raign ſo ſhort : yer if we ſhall 
Survive the generous Aſteris's fall : 


Doubt 
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Doubt not the pious Tribute of his Tears, ; 
My Eyes ſhall be his griefs Remembrancers. 
Each Sigh he takes, each Tear he ſheds ſhall warm- 
My Breaſt , and to our Loves bea freſh charm, 
Aſter. And will you do all this? [0 Ibrah,. 
Ibrah. Do't, with as true | : 
A Teal, as the fam'd VYeſtals ever knew: 
Witch Piety more conſtant .and entire 
Your aſhes Tle adore, than they their fire, 
"Aſter.. Now I have all my wiſhes dare implore : 
You cannot grant, nor mult I ask you more : 
But Sir, if e're 
You arediſtreſt agen (which- Heaya forbid 1): 
Call on my Name : T'le be your Guard, tho dead 
For ſure in Love there is ſo ſtrong a tye, 
That even my Ghoſt will be as kind as I. 
—__[Exulbra. and [abei. with Aﬀeria's Attendants, 
Oh 7ſabelia! thus to ſet thee free, : 
What has Love cone for him , deſpair for thee ? 
Ive giv'n hopes, happinefs, and life away, 
And dearly for that generous a& muſt pay : 
T in his abſence feel his killing pow'r , 
Alas ! my Ruine was too near before : 
Yetnow as if it came too flowly pac'd, 
I have turn'd Prodigal to make more haſte, 
Muſick directed here ! what can this mean 2 


A Song & ſung from within. 


SO.NG. 
No Art Loves Influence can deſtroy. 
In vain would Captive Kings their Chains unluoſe, 
When the blind Boy | 
The Thunaerer himſelf could ne're oppoſe. 
Dreſt up iy various forms his Heav'n he left, 
And praGisd in diſguiſe the amorous Theft, 
But if Ompipotence ſo chang'd could be, 
Fair Celia wonder not to ſee 
Thy Vaſſal as diſguis'd and astransform'd as he, 


Aſter, Oh! nowlT find the myſtery ! 'ris plain, 
This eatercainment came from $9/y 4:49, No. . 


Ibrahim the 1/Inflrious Baſſa. | 
No, King, were thy intended Victim here, 
Ta vain you'd court her ſence, and treat her car: 
She who poſſeſles 1brabines heart-o--- 
Her thoughts no room for ſuch mean charms can yield, 
Her Breaſt is with more noble Raptures fill'd. 

| Enter Solyman and Morat, 
My Father here! 
This fight drives all my blaſted hopes away g 
Can his wild paſſion brook no longer ſtay ? £ 

[ Abſconds hey ſelf among ſt Iſabella's Worey. 
Solym, Tyaſcent is dang'rous, and no common care, 

Nor haſty ſteps can make approaches there: 
I muſt with wide and diſtant Courtſhip move, 
Before I ſally out and call it Love. 


35 


[ Approaches and finds Aﬀteria, 


Aferia'! Tortute of my Soul ! what's here---- [Afige. 
Where is the Chriſtian Princeſs----- ; 
Oh my fear !-----= 'U Aſie; 
Aſter, Your Pardon Royal Sir, | 
Solym. My Love's diſclos'd ! | 
Andall my Guilt and Infawy expov'd. | [Aſides 
Where is ſhe £ 
\ Aſter, Pardon an a& of Piety and Love, 
When I to guard your Honour, durſt remove 
A threaten'd Rival, | | | 
Solym, Raviſh'd from my pow'r ! | | SW 
And my own Danghter a Confpirator.- --- [Afide. 
Effeminate Vertue, hence, flye from my fight. by 
Aſter, Can Solyman in Cruelty delight 2 
No, be as juſt as I. | 
 Sohm, Ceaſe thy fond grief; h 
Be gone, and to thy abſence owe thy Life. 
Aſter. Then retire : Notfor the fear of Death ; 
That I can bear, batnot your angry breath---- [ Zx,Aﬀer. 
Solym. This fatal ſtory muſt takeAire from you: [To Mor. 
How came my Lovediſcover'd 2 Traytor how ? 
 If'ewas thy Tongue that durſt the ſecret tell, 
Thou hadſ(t better had'thy ſoul as deep in'Hell, 
AsT'm beneath'the Stars, than'ſpeak that word, 


1 == | Morat, 
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Moy. I tell the Secrets of my Sacred Lord ! 
By all that's good to Heaven, I'm not ſo true, 
Not half ſo conſtant tro my pray'rs as you. 

Solyw. How got ſhe hence 2 where is ſhe ? 

Mor, To me, 1t noleſs Riddle did appear, 

To find her gone. than ſee Aſteria here: 

If my eyes fail'd me not, ſome miautes ſince 
I ſaw this very Lady part from hence 3 
And led by 1brahim- ---- | , 

Solym. Then ſhe has made eſcape 
By the aſſiſtance of 4ſreri's ſhape :) 

Fly, ſeize *em both ; and bring 'em Priſoners here, 
Do it, as thou lov'ſt happineſs; find her, 

Or looſe thy Life and Me. 

| Enter Roxolana and Mirva, 

My Guards are thine : 

Shew me that Face agen, or ne're ſee mine, 

Roxol. You were diſcourling: Royal Sirz go on: 
I will be filenc till my Lord has done, | 
For Monarchs ſure ſhould ſpeak ſuch Sacred things, 
That all ſhou'd liſten to the Voyce of Kings. 

 Solym. Am l with ſhame on every fide beſet g 


This Face I till this hour with pleaſure mer, F Aſide, 


= 


Roxol. Idurſt nor, Sir, have vencur'd to appear 


*Within this place, were the fair Chriſtian here: 


Burt in her abſence I am bolder grown, 
The meaneſt Star looks out when the Sun's gone, 
* Solym. Is it your Wit or Anger makes you thus. 
Severe, againſt our Chriſtian Gueſt, and us? - - * 
Roxol, Sultan, it is my Ruin brings me here; 
The Evening of my glorious Day draws near. 
From all my long bleſt hours and ſhining light,: | 


#, © 


Ttake the proſpect of Eternal. Night. _ 


Solym.* Whence Roxolana ſhould this fear proceed 2: 7 - - © 


And by' what Fate is this black:Change decreed? - 


"Wo; 


The cruel hand that gives the fatal blow's --. 


'Roxol. How Sultan. Canyon Kill-me, and not-know: on, hd 


Th'effect is but r00 ſure, roo.plainthe cauſe,:;- 6 [7 1 - 


- 
ac of 


When his kind ſmiles. my alter'd Lord with-draws;: :<: 7. | + 


} 
oF 


Solym, Why to your ſelf will you ſuch pains contra@, 
And fear thoſe injuriesI (corn to at ? If 
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If from my Smiles your greatneſs takes its Fate, _ 

I will Smile on, fince that ſupports your State. 
Roxol. Nay then I feel my certain Deſtiny : 

Are empty Smiles all you have lefc for me ? 

Su/ltap ! that's not your Love, but Charity. 

And of your Chatiity muſt I che obje& grow ? 


. Can Roxolanahave a fall fo low * 


Chriſtian, chou- haſt perform'd a Tyrants part, 
To make this change in my dear Sw{tan's heart. 

Solym, Well Empreſs! Since ſach pow'rful Tears I find, 
To mourning Roxolana Tle be kind. | 

Roxol. O my faint hopes ! 

Solym. Diſſembling in a King, 

Would be too abject and too baſe a thing, 
And therefore I this favour will impart, 
Tle give you the true Picture of my Heart : 
I Love that Princeſs — 

Roxol, O my Death! 

Solym. And to that height that nothing can remove, 
My reſolution to purſue my Love: | 
Fle proſecute all the long-practisd Arts 
That Majeſty e'ce found to conquer Hearts.. 

Roxol. Nay, now you are more Cruel than before; 
Was'c not enough I did your Lofs deplore ? * * 

But ttheighten my deſpair, muſt your own breath, 

To make my fall more lowd, proclaim my Death e 
-T had been enough Chave met a filent Doom. 

Mult the black Cloud have Thunderinits Wombe 


Solym, Why 15 your Fall and Death by Solymanwrought? - 


By Heav'n I've no ſuch mallice in my thought. 

My thoughts flow purer: Noblack ſtream runs here. 
Love fills my -breaſt,.. and makes the Current clear: - 
And Loye that's the: impetuous Tide of Souls; © 

No Majeſty, 909 Sacred: name controules, 

But from its pow'r its Innocence. does hold, 


As th Acts of Heav'n afe:good; becauſe they're uncontroul'd; 


Roxolz. There was ;ai Time ! i(bur, oh {-. 
That Roxolan4 lives roſpeattharword 1): © © 


When my ſti}] Lov'd, and my'once :laving/Lord: -:: - 
Vow'd an Eternity of Faith to Me , | 
And call'd on Heav'n to witneſs that Decrees © But” 
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But now unkindly does that Heav'n invoke, 
To ſee his Vows and. Sacred Promiſe broke. - 
The Days, the Seaſons, and the Years go on, 
And Nature her unalter'd contrſe does run: 
But why's not the Uniced World guhing'd, 


"When that bright. Vertge, which ſhould rule'r, is chang'd, 


Since Honour can be V iolated there, 

Why does not Nature your Confuſion ſhare ? 

Is Solymans World more conſtant than its Lord 
Solym. 'Tis true: I gave you my imperial word 

To Love you, and have done it to the height : 

Beauty was never treated in more State : 


A Nupraial}Tye, and ſharer-in a Throne, 


To all my' Predecefſors was-unknows, 
Roxol. Yes Sirg you raisd me toa Crown, forſook 
[The rude delights your wilde Fore-fathers took, 
'When from the feeble Charms of multitude, 
And change, your heart with one pure flame endu'd., 
'Was all entire to Roxolana giv'n : 
As Converts quit Idolatry for Heav'n, 
To thatI ow'd my Happineſs; but know, 
'Tis to that too, Ido my Ruine owe. 
wr gry 5 how ſhe tortures me? Is this | 
Diverſion for a Lover in my pain'? [ afige, 
No news of Jſabe{/a here __ | L you 
Roxol. Had Solyman lov'd like other Turkiſh Kings, 
And I been one of thoſe came ſuffering things; af 
Who as your S{aves, your (catter'd favours caught, 
1 in the crowd had had no higher thoughr,.. : 
Bur from that honarT was the $ulran's Wife, : -*/ 
My Soul grew wich the glories of ray Life. 
My infiaite Knowledge makes my: pains exceſs! 
Remembrance is/the Plague of Grearneſsin diftieſs; 
Solym. When to. thoſe eyes HiworeÞ-would'be true; 
'T was to the Worlds Variety im you; © 25 ot 7H 
All your whole Sex-for you: I did forſake, * !! 


Who, had all that Bedutywhichthey jeyrrdicontd make; *- : 
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And as I conftantly pe&formi/d1 rhaviyajyy? vil ks 
For the ſame xafohÞam/alceridinow,s: . vo: 1} 
R306 11 928 FO0s IT þ Os 


nn fv - TR 


Ibrahim, the I//uſtrious Baſſz, 


Then call me not inconfſtant, nor unkind, 
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Who greater charmes in 7ſabe/a find-——  +# Zx.Solym. 


Roxol. Neglected was too much ! but {lighted roo ! 
Who could expe& theſe barbrous-wrongs from you ? 
Sultan, what e're thy falſehood ſhall deftgn, 

My Luſtre through thy hate and ſcorn ſhall ſhine. 
Juſt Gods! wy 

Defend my Vertne 5 Guard my ſacred Fame, 
Then whom none nearer to your God-heads came : 
Do't, as your Honour and your Pow'rs divine: 
Prove your own Greatneſs by your care of mine, 


 Mirv, Doubt not th\Immortal Juſtice. in your Cauſe, 


Since your Apoſtate Lord his heart with-draws 
Heav'n will Revenge the wrongs to ſuch a Saint: . 
If there can be a greater puniſhment, 
Then th'offence , to-hold ſorich, fo bright... 
A Treaſure, and wane ſence to value it, 

Roxol, Falſe though he is 
So much reſpe&-is-to his greatneſs due, 
I may impeach his Treaſons, but nor you. 


Mirv, But ſay the World could yield as great a Man - 


Ta Birth, in Love, more great than Solyman; 

Who did for Roxoland's Beauty dye, 

And with a Love as Innocent, as high , 

Thar wiſh'd no greater a reward robcain, 

Than his fair Murderers pitty of his pain. ]. 

Could you permit : 
Roxol, That He ſhould tell me ſo? 


Mirv, Only to eaſe your grief, and let you know-. 


Your Love is not unfortunate alone: 
Since there are miſeries beyond your own. 

Roxol. If ſuch a Traytor to my Fame there be, 
That thinks Love Innocent, when ſpoke to me : 
Conceal his Name, as you would guard your Life. }. 
But if a filent Death can eaſe his grief, 

Let him Love on, and dye without my frown. 
Forif his Inſoiznce his Love dares own, 

And breath: c*2ſpiting thought, he ſhall receive, 
The cruelF'{t Doom that Hare and Rage can give. . 


LC Aero i Ls 
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Enter -- 
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| Enter Ulama, + 
Mirv, Take heed, Great Sir, ſuppreſs your dang'rous flame, 
| There's Death and Ruine-in the 'very Name : 
| [ afrde to Ulam, 
'Uleam. Fair Empreſs, They, who ſo much Beauty meer, 
Ought to ſtrow Flow'rs agd Eaurels at your Feer. 
T he voyce of Tryumph ſhould your ears delight ; 
Bur I approach you like thoſe Birds of Night ; 
Which hovering near great Pallaces, ſtill come 
With their harſh Notes trexpreſs ſome threataing doom. 
Such your hard.Fortune is, and ſuch is mine. | 
Your cruel Lord (bur oh that Fate ſhou'd joyn 
With Cruelty! ) by his wild paſſion led, 
Has ſeiz'd the Chriſtian Princeſs as ſhe fled : 
Roxol, More weight to my deſtruftion !—— 
41am. How mach-this accident, may his fierce rage, 
*Gainſt an Offending Rivals Life engage, | 
Is yet not fully known : Only thus far 
He,has g.ven away the Condu of the War 
Fiom Ibrahim, - Such Madam is my fear 
For you, ſogreat my dread of dangers here 
That though my Vows and Pray'rs pay you that Debt 
Which all Man-kind does owe and to complear 
Your gory, wiſh you all your pow'r can meet: 
The World at your Command, and Monatchs at your Feet : 
Yet whilſt th'imaginary pomp goes on, _ 
And my fierce Zeal exalts you on a Throne, 
As high as Heav'n, and no leſs glorious too. $ 
Not all theſe choughts can gnild my fears for you, 
Roxol, Obliging Prince ; ſo great has been your ſence, 
Both of my Wrongs, and of my Innocence , = 
That in return of ſuch a generous part, 
T'le truſt you with the ſecrets of my heart. 
This falſe, unkind, ungrateſul So/yman, 
Does ore my heartthar abſolute Monarch reign, 
That to what-ever Crimes his Rage dares flye : 
My Love's Immorta!, though my Pow'r can dye, 
So th' Indian Worſhips the Infernal pow'rs, | 
And periſhes by that which he adores, [ Exit. 
Ulam, How mortal would this found of horror he | 
To one that Loved, unleſs he Lov'd like me 2 Her 
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Her Vertue to her Beauty lends new fire; 
' Andboth their charms I equally admire. 
Mirv, I've us'd my pow'r 3 but your vain hopes forbear, 
Should but the name of Love reach her chaſte ear, 
Her pride & ſcorn would into Vengeance flye 
U/4a»s. I thank her for (o juſt a Cruelty. 
And bluſh to think I durſt her Vertue try. 
For could ſhe yield to hear one figh from me, 
Her Vows and Nuprtial Faith would injur'd_ be. 
And true Love were a ſtranger to my breaſt, 
Tf I could wiſh her Ill co make me bleſt, 
Be Conſtant till, and all my pride ſhall be, 
To Reconcile thy Faichleſs Lord and Thee, 
For ſince I muſt expett thoſe wounds ſhe gave, 
W.Il quickly bring me drooping to my Grave :- 
My unſtain'd ſoul will then Tryumphanr flye, 
When thus for the Worlds Empreſs I ſhatl dye, 
Others Love only as their Hope ſtands fair, 


{ Ex, 


B.t1 Loveon co propagate deſpair. |  [Bxit; 
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ACT the FOURTH. 
The SCENE, the Seraglio. 


Enter Iſabella Guarded by Morat' 4nd othey Attendants. 


Morat. Ardon an a& of Violence from his Hand, 
P Whoonly Execuces his Kings Command. - 


| Enter Solyman, | 
Solym. Fair Cruelty! how-cou'd you-flye from him, 
Whoſe only fault was-Love, and that's a Crime, 
The Gods muſt pardon, for they practiſe it, 
Love ev'n in Paradice does Tryumphant fit. 
1ſabel. How can you thus the name of Love profane * 
Give ao more breath to words of ſuch. a ſtzain, 
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hen you would lend a Tongue to Blaſphemy. 
Solym, Can you make wounds ſo deep you ftart to ſee ? 

And wilfully be deaf co all my pain: 

To Sighs ſeat from the heart, in which you. reign ?- 
Some pitty of your Captives tortures take, 

That breathe bur like Conſeſhons from a Wrack, 


-T he Gods are only to the Damg'd ſo ſtrict, 


To (hat their Ears 'gainſt Torments they inflict. 
Iſabel. Is this_a Fathers Yoyce 2 Is.this a Friend 
To Ibrahim.? Can Majeſty deſcend 
T'a Crime ſo low, the meanelt Slaves have ſcorn'd 2- 
Were we for this with fplendid names adorn'd ? 
He call'd your Son, and T-your Daughter made, 
Oaly to be more cruelly betray'd !_ 
Solym, *Tis true, I gave him allI had -pow'r to give,. 
I bid him happy in your favour live: | 
And ignorantly. paſt-chat bliad Decree, 
Till in your Loſs I'did my Ruin (ee. 
Your pow'rful form preſt nearer to my ſoul, 
And thence my Peace and Soverajgn freedom ſtole : 
My fancy painted all the joyes of life in. you ;. 
And in your loſs ten thouſand horrors drew, 
| Iſabel, Oh Cruel King! how .can you wound my ear., 
With thoſe dire ſounds I (carce have life to hear : 
When the moſt ſacred Vows you dare invade, 
That Heav'n e're heard, or Lovers ever made ! 
Solym. How Mercileſs can you your pow'r diſguiſe, 
Can you that queſtion ask, and wear thoſe Eyes A 
Ifabel. If from their Influence your guilt ariſe : ; 


 Wou'd'l had been borrt of ſome black e&thiop-race, 


Wor'a a dark Veile of Nature o're my Face : 

And for the want | 

Of outward force which 1by ahims heart ſhould bind, 
Had caught him only with a beautious mind. 

Thus free from dang'rous eyes, and fading. charms,. 
My peace ſecur'd from a Wild King's Alarmes , 

You had not then my Perſecutor turn'd, 
Nor tlie fair Injur'd Roxolana montn'd.. 

Wehad lived fafe from Tortares and deſpair, 

Nygt wrong'd by ty1Great, norenvy'd by the Fair, 


Solyms. _ 
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Solyw, Are you ſo faithful then 'to 1brahims, 
That you would rob the World in Love to him3 
To wiſh thoſe eyes obſcure ? yetifthey were, 
Had thoſe eyes been, thoſe rwins of light, leſs fair ; 


Then Crowns and Empires might my peace have bought, 


Anda wide World had fill'd my bounded thought. 


Iſabel. Oh hold ! this too unkind diſcourſe give o'ce---- 


My 1brahini's dear, but my bright Honour more. 
Think how you do not only injure him, 
'Conſpire againſt your once 'Lov'd 1brahims : 
Bot whilſt I'm forc'd to hear the frighcful name, 
Of Impious Love, you wound my tender Fame. 
Solym, Tf of your Honour you fo tender proye, 
Expreſs it by your ſcorn of 7brahin's Love. 
You only wrong your Fame in loving him, 
(Unworthy as he is)---- but end that Crime. 
Tſabel. Oh Heav'n-! what do I hear? 
Solym, He is a Thief! . 
A Traytor ! for a mean and baſe .reliefe, - 
Againſt my dang'rous Love, he ftole.you hence, 
Iſabel. Tf that's a Crime, 'Twas mine, not his offence, 
Your black defigns had made me dread your fight 
So much, I nſed not only Prayers rinvite, $ 
But my Commands to-make him aid my flight, 
Solym. Fair Torturer of my ſoul, ſince you-could be 
So kind to him, and ſo ſevere to mes 
Expiate that fin, of which you are the cauſe: - 
His head is forfeit by the Turkiſh Laws, 
Now if you love him, reconcile ogr ftrife: 
Your heart's the only Ranſom of his Life. 
'Tis true, I'm led by paſſion to diſclaim 
My Vertue, wrong my Friendſhip, ſtain my Fame : 
I ſee the Precipice, but cannat ſtay :. 
Love runs me down, and drives my ſoul away, 
My Paſhon for that Beauty is (o high, 
This TI reſolve, this T muſt do, or dye. | ' 
Iſabel, Ja vain you threaten me with 76rahtws Death, 
Think not my long./inviolable Faith, : 
Poorly at laſt will be o'recome' by Fear. . . 
No Sir! there's no ſuch weak Dominion here. 


G 2 Tho 


CAA 


mu 


IT 2.4.0 


And quit a Miſtreſsto.preſerye a Friend, 


4-4: Ibrahim, the Illuſtrions Baſſe," 
Tho you can aim Your fury at his Hearr, 
To perſecute Me in the tendereſt part: 3 
Tho 1brahims Life I prize above my own, | 
Think as much worth lodg'd in that Breaſt alone, 
As Man-kind e're poſſeſt, or Heav'n e're gave; 
Yeteven his Life I wou'd not baſely ſave. 
Solym. Gods ! muſt I find 
A Heart ſo fixt, and Yertue ſo ſublime : 


' Has my bold Love ſuch craggy way to climbe 2 


Iſabel. Hop: notraſſault me-there, rather than he 
Should live to ſee me perjur'd, I would ſee 


Him bleed ; ſee him in purple horror dy'd 3 


See the dear Lord of all my hopes deſtroy'd : 
Nor think this Doom in cruelty defign'd 
No; His juſt Love wou'd rather call it kind, 
Solym. Oh my diſtra&tion | 
Iſabel. But whilſt I ſtay 
To prove my VYertue, I my Yertue wrong, 
And my chaſte ear has guilty been:too long; 
Here Jailour, to my Priſon take me hence, [to Mor. 
Naw.you may a& a welcome violence, 
Solym.. Stay Madam ! 
Iſabel. 1can hear no more, in vain----- = 
Solym. Oh Madam ! ſtay one minute, and t'obtain. 
That favour, 7brahim ſhall live, and live 
To ſee me wretched, till he ſees you give 
My mortal wound ; - as but too ſoon you will : 
For ſo much (corn can co no leſs than kill, 
When thoſe fair Eyes ſhall like a winter-Sun,- 
Give only light, notlife 3 whoſe influence gone: 
All things below, decay'd and wither'd turn, 
\ nd drooping Nature does his diſtance mourn. þ. 
When thus my blaſted greatneſs ſhall decay, - : | 
And by your frowns my life ſhall droop-away.z "1 : 
My pains, my griefs ;.my horrors ſhall be ſuch, '. 
As ſhall ſo near my: generous Vizier touch, _ 
Till tny ſad ſtate his ſoften'd pitty move, | 
And p'tty grant what is deny'd by Love. -/ 
Till his compaſſion does my life defend, - 


Ibrahim, the Illuftrions 'Baſſa. 
Tſabel. Do not his Conſtancy ſo much miſtake; -. 
Yet if for you he could my Love forſake: 
That heart which jaſtly as bis falſehoods due, 
I cook from him, I could not give to you, 
Though you ſuch Irceligious thoughts admir, -. 
Your Honour and your Nuptial Vows forget, 
I cannot _ 
Solym, Is Religion thenamy Foe 2 
And does my Marry'd ſtate my hopes o'rethrow ? - 
Thar ſhall not cloud the glories of your life, 
You ſhall be mine, a Chriſtian, and a Wiſe. 
Iſabel, Defend me Heav'n! what's this 2 . 
Solym, You ſhall in ſtate be toa Temple led z.. 
T'le take the Crown from Roxo/ana's Head, 
Thus, you ſhall meet my Love----- 
Iſabel. *T was too much crime alone. 
. T oppoſe my Vows : wou'd you deface your own © | 
Break your long Faith to Roxo/ana given, 
And by your rage thus doubly injure-Heav'n ?-- 


Solym. T injure Heav'az no, you miſtake-me now;.- - 


I am pious, not profane in what I doe. - 

What greater homage can to heav'n be paid. | 
Then with Imperial Crowns t'adorn the Head $ 
Of the Divineſt Creature it e're made. hs 


- 1ſabel, Oh! ler me go! this place of horror y | 


Send me t'a dungeon, to a Grave, to'dye, 
Rather then ſtay to-heighten your impiety. 

. Solym, Retire then, fince my preſence is a fan,.. 
But Cruel, Fair, when we ſhall-meet agen, 
Aſſumea mercy:that befits that brow. 

Tſabel. If I muſt fiad you as I leave you now; - 
Meet me no more , nor time, nor force employ,. . 
Againſt that Faith no pow'r can e'r deſtroy, - 

And for thoſe Tales of- Death you ſeem to fear, }. 
Attend my frowns,.:there's no ſuch danger near. 
Deſpair in guilty Loves ne're ſoares ſo high; 
None but juſt Lovers, love enough to dye... - 


Mor, To Conſtagcy, you allthis rudeneſs owe. -. 
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008 PP *  [Exit.Guarded. 
Solym,. Was ever ſcorn-ſo high * or King, ſo low? - 


But - 


«46. Ibrahim, the Illuftrious Baſſa. 


But if you e're expe@ to be'belov'd, ©: 
The cauſes of this ſcorn niuſt be remov*d, 7 
Ibrahim muſt dye z aad though *cwill ſeem ſevere, -- 
To take that life which once you held ſo dear: 
Yet fince his Life has th'hopes of yours debarr'd, 
His Deſtiny can be your only Guard. 
This is the way will take : Her Lover dead, 
And the Crown taken from your Empreſs head : 
Though ſome few tears may fall at 1brabim's death, 
Marriage and Crowns will tempt her Chriſtian Faith. 
T his only courſe your deſperate Love ſecures — 

Solym, And this 6ark courſe Ple take. 

Mer. Do: and She's yours, 

Solyms, For Love o'recomes, and I muſt kill or dye. 
Let i be done e're I think how,or why. 
'Haſte; Letche-news of 1brahim's Death be brought, 

| h Ny [ Ext Morats 

And whilſt he's dying Tle divertthe thought : 


 'Witha forc'd Lethargy I'le damp my ſoul , 


Friendſhip may elſe return, and wy reſobves controu), 

'O Love! what is thy power: ---Morat retufn, 

He mult not dye.  _ [Morat Re-ermrys. 

1 have by Alla ſworne 

That he ſhall never bleed whilſt Solyman lives. 

Mor. Is it the voyce of Majeſty Reprieves 

An Enemy, a ceftroyer of your peace? : 

'Can humble penitence great Spirits ſeize? | 
Solym, No: I would'have him ftill deftroy'd, but iF 

I muſt be Perjur'd when I-take his Life, © 

I muſtprote& his Life, though againſt mine, 

Though Love cam yield to any lefler (in: 

Thar Oath I-mzuſt not; no, I cannot break. | 
Ator. Your Oath is ſtrong, when your reſolves are weak, 
Solym. Had I'by 41afworne toquit my Crown, + 

So bound, I ought to lay my Scepter gown 5 | 

And yield a Throne withonrt 8 f18h— _ 

, Afor, But Sir-*+ a ml. Et. 
Eveh Kings themſelves ſometimes may chance to erre ; 
And you would impure Cruelty to Heay'n, ' / 2 
U fias of Ignorance can't be forpiven, FL 


Per- 
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Perhaps thoſe tyes are leſs than what they ſeem, 
Send for the Myfs), Sir, conſule with him : 
He may repeal that Vow your raſhneſs paſt ; 
And find your promiſe does not bind ſo faſt : 
Or ſhew at leaſt ſome ſafe, though diſtant means, | | 
To gain your quiet, and remove your pains. 

Solym, Send for him, though Ifear 'tis all in vain; | 
Do any thing to bring my peace again, [ Ex, Mort. . 

Enter at another Door, Ibrahim, | 

Aﬀeer your mean ſaſpition,. with what face, | 


AR” 


Falſe Ibrahim, dare you approach this place. 
Ibrah. Sir, T approach you as I ought todos 
As one who'has loſt all hopes in looſing you, 
Approach you with thoſe looks he ought to bring, | | 
Who hears this language from an alter'd King, | | . 
My happineſs in this Tempeſt ſinks and drowns, | 
I knew your ſmiles too well co bear your frowns. 
Solym, How can I think you priz'd my (miles ſo high;:. 
When you could forfeit them ſo wilfully 2 
Ibr4h, If the proteQion of my Love's a fin, 
Then condemn'd 1brahim has guilty been,. 
But when I Conncell'd my fair Saiat co flye, 
I'was your Champion, not your Enemy, 
I knew her Faith ſo well, that when from hence, 
I ſtole her, 'twas in Solyman's defence, 
Since her firm Vows no force could e're deſtroy, . 
I'rob'd you of a Torment, not a Joy. 
Solym. Was ever Arrogance ſo high, to dare- 
Thus inſolently brave me with Deſpair ! | 
What though, wy Pow'r's ſo weak, and hope (o vain - 
That Hate and Scorn is all I;,muſt obtain. 
Though you can think ſo meanly of my 'Suate, 
It is unkind t npvraid me with my Fate. 
Ibrah. No, Sultan, call it by-another Name, 
A ſubje&s Zeal ro Guard his Soveraignes Fame. - 
More worthy and more Kingly Thoughts perſue : - | 
How little does this. change appear in You? | 
VVhen Solyman, who lately-trook Delight. + 
In Thoughts that foar'd above: an Eagles Flight, - ; 
Now humbly ſtoops © invade his Vaſſals right... 
Solym;: 


'You force me tq repeat what-I have done ? 


4.2 Ibrahim, the Illuſtrious Baſſa. 
Solym, 1s it ſo humble to adore that Face ? 

A favor'd Lover and have thoughts (o baſe 2 

Since of her Pow'r you have a Sence no higher, 

And ſee ſo little. there for Kings r Admire, 

I will convere your infidelity : 


Take her more glorious CharaQer from me : 
By Nature ſhe's. ordeyn'd to be. Qbey'd: 


All Beauteous things for Soveraignty were made, 


:Is nor Love Kingly then, wheathus my Breaſt ic fils ? 


Tbrah. So Thunder's heavenly, but chat Thunder Kills. 
Solym. Why ſhould you thiak li'e take ({o rough a Courſe ;_ 
IVe vanquiſh by Entreaty not by Force, 


My Watlike Viſcr has in Camps been Nurſt: 


In Laurells ic was I that dreſt you fiſt, 


Deſert not then that Aire, where you were Bred:: 


Fame, o long Courted, now be Kind, and V Ved. 


Thar glorious Race fo weil begun perſue. 


1hbrha, But Sir, cannot I Conquer, and Love too 2 
Solyze, Can nothing but my ruin ſatisfie 2 

Are there not charms enow in ViRory ? 
Take all my Forces, half my World be thine : 
And in exchange, let that one Prize be mine, $ 

_ 16brah. Oh, now you ask what Icanne're reſign. 
Loves that can.ceaie, are Feavouriſh defires, 
A Thirſt, which the Diſeiſe once cured, expires. - 
My heart unchangeably her Image weares3 
Metcors may be extinguiſhe, but nor Stars. 

 Solym, -Of Roxolane, I was once as fond, 
And loved as much , yet time has broke that Bond, 
Is Love in Me more mortal than in'You ? 
No, *tis your Pride denys, becauſe I ſtoopto ſue. 
Were you for this, Ungrateful Man, by me, 
From Death, and from inglorious chains ſet free 
From below Pitty above Envy rais'd 2 
Was it not.I your ſullen Fate appeavg'd 1 
From your rude Ore refin'd you into Gold, 
And ſtampt yog in my own Imperial Mould 2 
And what my noble: Nature ought co ſhun, 
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"Tbrahim. Thoſe favours, Sir, your Vaſſal bluſhing took z 


Admir'd your Bounteous hand, and wonder-ſtrook, 


With humble'Veneration did adore 

Great Jove deſcending in a Royal ſhowre, 
Solym, And now that Veneration is her due. 
Ibrah, To worſhip her, Tle never ſteal from you g 

No, to acknowledge what your ſmiles have done, 

Send me-to Nations, yet t'your Arms unknown, 

T'le fetch you glories from the rich Peru; 

Nature her Treaſares ſhall unlock for you, 

But if of rougher ſpoiles you wauld be Lord, 

By Valiant more than ſhining Kings ador'd, 

The Savage Tartar in his frozen Zone, - 

Scorche by your lightning, ſhall your greatneſs Own, 

New Toiles, new Labours for my Arm decree:, 

Try me like Hercules, and I ſhall be, : 

If not as great, as little tir'd as He. ; 
Solym. My ſtock of fame already is ſolarge, - 

That Victories would be a mean diſcharge. 

Her heart would tironly pleafing payment make. 
Thrah. And canl yield my Princeſs to forſake 

Since I want power to pay that vaſt demand, 

Arreſt your Honours in a Bankrupts hand, 

Make me that wretched thing I was before: 

Reſume your glories, and my Chains reſtore : 

And by my Death let all your Troubles ceaſe ; 

T'veliv'd ctoolong, when I diſturb your Peace, 
Selym, And that long life 'tis I can ſhotter make. 
Ibrah, Oh, take it Sir: IT wear it for your ſake: 

Though 1cannever yield to quit my Love; 

Yet I candye, a Rival to remove. - 

And when to Death I go, hear my laſt pray'r ; 

May Solymans Life, Heav'n, takevp all your care. 
Solym. Can Thrahim (o patiently receive 

His Doom, aad with ſuch eaſe his Judge forgive 2 


Ihrah, Forgive you ? where's your fin Alas your hand 


Takes but that Life you juſtly may demand. 
Should abjz& Creatures in their dying hour, 
Repine and Marmour at th'Almighty pow'r ? 


H 
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My ador'd King, even my laſt breath ſhould rules 
Not one ill thought ſhould touch my parting ſoul. (do 3 
Solymn. Hold,generous Prince ! Know what great Love can 

And hear a Reſolution St:ange, bur True, 

] have no hopes thac Beauty to o'recome, 

Bu: by your Deach to make my Paſſion room. 

Yet in ſuch Loyaity ſuch pow'r I find, 

T hat goodnefs in your face,and luſtre in your mind; 

That if one look, one kind word more you give, 

'Twill ſoftea me till I (hall let you live. 

But to enable me to give the blow; 

1brabim, your laſt, but fatal Duty ſhow 

With haſte, and filence from my preſeace flye, 

That abſent I may'have power to bid you dye. 


C Ex, Ibrah. 
He's gone, and has my black command obey'd, 


' Yer not ſuch Loyalty can ſave his head : > 


To what i1! deeds is deſperate paſſion led ? 
Enter Morat and Muſti. 

Mor. The Mwfti, Sir, your pleaſure does attend. 

Solym, Prieſt, for thy Councel, and thy Aid I ſend. 
A Rav:ſher has rob'd me of my Peace, 
And I want power to make my torment ceaſe, 

Mufti, Who is that Raviſher, and what that Chain 
W hich binds your Arm, and does your pow'r reſtrain ? 
Can ought rebate the Sword of Solymay 2 

Solym, My Faith, my Vows, and my Religion can : 
By Al/a bound, I've made this ſolemn rye, : 
Whilſt Solymaen Lives, wy Vizier ſhall not dye, 
And by his Death, I muſt my Peace retrieve. 
' Muft. Sir, he may dye when Solyman does not live, 

Solym. Did 1 for this thy Wiſe advice requeſt, 
For ſatisfaction in my Grave 2 dull Prieſt, 
I'd live to be reveng'd. 

Muſt. Yes Sir, you (hall------think not my Councels bring 
Such tardy Vengeance to an Injur'd King, 
Death ſhould flye quick-as L.ight'ning from your frown. 
Sir, he may (et before to morrow's Sun, 
Solym, How | may he dye to morrow ? 


| Ibrahim the I/luftrions Baſſo. 
AMuft. Yes; to Night. | 
 Solym, My Faith aniſtam'd? 
Mufit, Unſully'd, as the Light. 
You are not by this promiſe bound to give - 
Him immortality. T'is whilſt you live, 
Yo've ſworne he ſhall not meet his deſtiny ; 
But there are hours each day in which you dye. 
Sir! whilſt you ſleep you are not living. 
Solym, How ? 
Muft, To Sence and Reaſon man his Life does owe « 
And when Sleep cams them up, they ceaſe to flow. 
The ſoul deſerts the body when ir dyes, : 
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What does it leſs in fleep? it uſeleſs lyes. 
Death's its retreat, and fleep is its aiſpuiſe. | 
Sleep equals Kings, and Shepheards; Rich and Poor, 
Nor can the pow'r of Death it ſelf do more. 
And where's their difference ? 
Both give one ſtroke,only one ſtrikes more e deep 5 
Sleep's a ſhort Death-----Death an Eternal ſleep: . 
If then whilſt you are ſleeping, he r_—_— | 
The blow, he-does not-dye whilſt So!yman lives, 
'Solym, And will our Prophet this Revenge maintain, 
And the Immortal Name take off all ſtain? 
Muft. So juſt a cauſe he does, and muſt defend. 2 
- Solym. Then dear Religion, thou'rt a Lovers Friend : 
Kind Prieſt, my jadgment does withthine cOntpive: 
'Tis eafie to believe what we deſire, 1 of 
But if his Death's aſia, the Crime be yours: -: : ; 
When our Guides ſtray, che Errour is not ons; > 
Send him the Mourging Robe: He dies to Night. | i 
Exit Oy 
. Emer Aſteria,: 19 52006 »£'y | || 
Ithrahime, fag well ; and may thy ſoul take fight TOLITE 
To Paradice. Therebeasbleft above, i! 


As thou wer'c here in 1ſabe##s Love, 4 | ® i 
Aſter. Oh Cruelty ! who's he that in one breath | IS 
. Cancalk of Paradice-and Jbrabiww's:Death o + £2 th ® 
Mor, I do not like ppretae e LLA Iv [4fite t 


6&2 Ibrahim, the Illuftriow .._ 

Aſter. Royal Sir, , 
Forgive me, if my fears have made meerr-:- 
Perhaps I have not rightly underſtoods + 
For,you werealways juſt, and 'God-like good, 
Is ic your pleaſure 1brahim ſhould dye ? | 

Solym. My Injuries give him his Death, not I. 

After. Can yau ſpeak. Deathagen ?- a Crime (o great; 
Twice in one day, one hour, one voyce repeat? * 

The ſound of ſo much horror, and ſuch rage, 
Had fingly been enough to brand an-Ape.. 
Oh ſay, that you deceiv'd me, and'to try- 
My Courage, told me 1brahim ſhould dye. 
I-would:my reaſon and my ſence diſtruſt 
Rather than think char you can be nnjulſt, 

Solym. Falſe to:thy blood, thus to oppoſe my will ';. 
"'Whence comes that heat that does-thele: rears diſtill, 
Which fall when Ia Criminals doom decree ?- 

A#er. Your Paſſion is that Criminal, not he. 

Oh $#eltan | call your glories to your aide z- 
Summon thoſe Vertues which the World obey'd: - 
Stains in your brightneſs will too monſtrous ſhew. 
You were not rais'd-ſo high, to+fall fo low.. (peach. 
 Selym. Heavens! Have I Crimes a Daughter dares im-- 
Obey that will, you are too bold toteach. 
Aſter. Save Ibrahim; and be as ſar obey'd- 
As the Sunſees, and Natures limits ſpread. 
Repeal his Noom, ſpeak-but that - one dear word, 
And be-by all obey'd'; by: all ador'd, 
Solym. Can you that mercy fos his Life implore; 
Whom his Ingratitude bids you abhor ? 

Aſter. Ocalm the rage of your Tempeſtyuous will, 

And be a good and gracious Father ſtill. | 

Salym, Stand from my-Arm, fond Girl 3 expe& nomore- 

?obtain his life than you-can life reſtore, - | 
But hence- ---know my diſpleaſure and retire, 

After. 1Eyou-are Angry, raiſe your anger higher: - + 
For if my deareſt 1byahiyz muſt not live, | 
Load me with all the ſufferings you can give. 

Let me your Frowns, your. Hate, your Curſes have, 
All helps are kind char bring me near my Grave. 


Salym,, 
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Solym, Hence with thy Pitty from my Anger fiye: >: 
This wandring fire ſhall outy for he thatl dye. 6nd af o7 
Aſter.. Since I with Tears and Prayers in vainimplerey + 

Hear me but once, and I will ſpeak no more... 
If He muſt dye, when the dire wound is given, 
And 1brahim (ſhuts out Life totake in Heav'n : 
W hen the enamour'd Saints with greedy Arms embracz 
The brighteſt Gueſt in all che ſhining ſpace, | 
To follow him, Þle leave lifes joys. below, 
And dying to my Rival Stars Fle go, 
Your poor 4#eria in his Fate muſt;jjoyns - 
For know, that man that wounds his heart, breaks mine. 
Muſt 1br4him dye then------ 
Oh that dire word comes heavy from my tongue, 
My breath grows ſhorr, and | have talk'd coo long. 
| oh, Sultan, do not vaniſh from my' fight: 
Where are you's: ſtay. ! why. have you made it Night? 
| | [ Swounds away. 
Solym, Fond Girl, thou haſt my.picty-----But-»--- 
Remove her ! and her ſtragling ſence recall. | 
This obje& cannot ſtop my Rivals fall. 
Attendants :carry her off. - 
Before Love rais'd this Forrent in my Blood, ons 
Cloſe to my heart, firm as a Rock, he ftood:. 
| But by ſome mighty Deluge over-borne, 
Mountains unlooſe, | and Rocks from Rocks aretorne; 
Thro'their ſtrong Yeins, th2 ſtronger flood pours in; . - | 
And the vaſt FraRares never cloſe agen, -. |: - [1s goings 
| Enter) Roxolans. 5 6 
Roxol, Stay Sultan, ſtay. If Perjury you think, 
' Is a mean crime at Which the Gods can wink; . 
Be bold falſe King, and fin in-open day,. 
To the wide world your harden'd foul diſplay: . 
Thiunmanly dread of th'other world out-wear z- 
And brave that Vengeance which you: ſcorn. to fear- 
To make you yet more Barbarouſly great, 
At once my Ruin and your Pride compleat : 
Since on the Chriſtian you my Grown: beſtow: 
I'come to give the head that wore ic too. . : 
Solym. Since the fair Chriſtian then.has been ſo kindy 
To tell you what my pleaſure has defign'd 3. Her; 


Jana |  Thrakink, the: TUPrions Baſſe 
Her word's your Fatey:1 Lovehernotfa.ill;; 
To make her Voyce leſschan:an;Oracle.. -» -- 
Roxols Your falſehaodis not whiſper'd ene. 
That I need learn.your Crimes from her I hate. 
But has your Rage ſo impiouſly decreed e 
Yet why this wonder furious Lord, proceed. . 
The profpect-of my: fall ſo: open- byes, 
That I'm too well prepar'd: for. a ſurprize. 
Solym. Do not ſo-highly, and ſo ill reſent: 
The loſs of chat which was not.given, but lent. 
And when I take that which 1 lent before, 
I but my glories. to-their-ſourſe reſtore.” 
Roxol, Can you plead reaſon for your Guilts defence £ e 
And thus Ulſurp the name -of Innocence-* 
No, Sultan, ſpeak like 'what you are, and call : 


Your ſelf a Tyrant, Monſter, Savage, all 

T he blackeſi/hames from\injur'd Tongues can: fall. 

Since-you prove falſe, *rwould be more juſt rexpreſs 

Your Perjury-4n.the moſt:hateful dreſs: + | 

Then I could bear-may-loſs,, and love.you leſs; weeps 
Solym, How tireſome does unwelcome kindneſs prove * 

Is there a Bleflingy»or2 Plague like Love ? 

Roxol. OhT reacherohs/eyes!whathas your weakneſs done? 
Can an Effiminateſoft Fear run downi: < i 
From her fond Eyes that lives-to looſea Crown! 

A depoſed Queen%and have fo little gall !. - 
Did Cleopatra weep before. her: falle - * - / 
No, at her Breaſt hexdeateſt Vipers hung 5; 
Whoſe pointed Tongues her angty boſom ſtung: | 
Swell'd with-theie Poyſon,- and her-blood all-fir'd, = £ 
In nobler rage her: Roman» pride/expir'd.:! +: - F, 
Her great deſpair ſuch-gloriqus: fury: feley, - 
As burſt that heart whichwas-too proud-co. melt, 

Solym.Hence from my fight: Take your vain Threats away: 
Know my fixet Reſolution, - and obey, »/ 

Rox0], Threaten'dtofilence,- and commanded hence2. ! 
YeGods, muſt I be tavght Obedience/s-: | 
Whoſe Empire did ſolately fpread ſo wide,” 
Ar once my Sexes Envyand their Pride fl 
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35 
'Thou 4eſpicible King, how poorand/low' © © * | 
Are the mean gifts which from thy bouhity flow! - + 
Glory a fairy Treaſure, pow'r a Toy, TO 
An Airy Scene of Yiſftonary Joy. 
Since empty greatneſs has this "Fading: ſtate, 
Why havel dreamt long, -or wak'd'fo late ? (Stats, 
Solym.. Whit though you've rul'd an Age The Sunahd 
Tho'they have ſhin'd- ſo many thouſand years; - ' 
Can plead no righe to an Immortal"ſtate, 
I made you, as Heav'n did'the World Create.. 
In your each part, pow'r and'perfeRion raign'd ; 
Eachlook Dominion had; each word Command. 
But as th'Eternal Will ordains a'Day, 
Whea this bright Frame'its Debt to-Fate muſt Pays 5 
So when this Univerſe in 'Duft ſhall lye, 
The Gods will be no more unjultthanT, | 
Roxol. Tnthar great day; Heavn its Reveti lake + 
The World muſt burn for wicke4Man'kind's | 
And Nature dye for what her Race has'done; © [51 W191 1] 
The Gods will at that Day put our their Sun, EIN | 
Becauſe't has ſhined too long on ſuch as You, 
Then Perjury will meer it's laft juſt due, ' * __- 
Solyw, This growing ſtorm'no longer Vle endure: * 
Her Violeht Rage myft have a Violent Cure. | 
Roxol. But fince the faithful Roxolans. muſt + * * 
Be Sacrific'd to pleaſe'a Tyrants Luſt : 
May my quick Fall like fome fierce Earth-quake | come?” 
When th'opening ground is ſome tall Pyramids Toitib. 
Whoſe Ravenous Jawes once gorg'd, and clos'd " agit, ; 
No reliques of the ruin'd pile remain, _ 3s 


Tokeep its memory alive. 
Since my loud fall muſt bring eternal ſhame, 
Ohthat you could but kill my very Name 3” 
And give my memory and me one Grave, 
Then with what ſcorn ſhould I my wrongs out-brave:-. 
But when to my- Immortal ſparne, E AFH ay, 

I loſt an, Ages Trynm infa'Day 6g 
TI dere, there's m headers MP Th Ky by 
In all the mortal ftroaks great Hearts RY es e624 - 5 
Honour's the only paxt that bleeds with pai. Ne 
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+56 Ibrahim, the Iuſftrions Baſſa. 
Solym, Take her away- ---I'le hear no more----{ to Moat, 
Roxol., Bold Slave. Ky { 0 Morar, 
Solym. Begon ! 1 will no longer hear her Rave. 
Roxol,Yillain ! forbear. [io Moat. Draws 4 Dag ger, 
How wretched bafe art thou | by thy Command | 
Forc'd like thy Slave ! Seiz'd by thy Vaſſals hand ! l 
| Iveſo much Pride for that which I have been, (Queen. 
No common hands ſhall touch the Worlds once Sacred 
Stand off, officious Traytor : Come not nigh, 
Approach me bur with one bold look, and dye. 
| Enter Ulama. | 
Ulam, Hold Irreligious Slave. [70 Morat, 
Touch her 20 more chan you wou'd forfeit Heay'n, 
To what wilde rage is Impious paſſion driven 2 
And Madam, ſtay your hand : give not that blow 
For him too glorions, and for you too low. 
.Roxol. 1 thank you for the favour you have done ; 
[Gives Ulama the Dagger, which he takes on his Knees. 
You've Reaſon, but my Griefs have left me none. 
Hlam. Sultan, Tam unwilling to believe 
*Tis in Fates pow'r to make ſuch Beauty grieve. 
But take her, 'take her, and be blind no more ; 
To Heryour-heart ; Cyour ſelf your Wits reſtore: 
Be Great, Proud, Glorious, Bleſt 5 Live, Cove, and Reign 
In Happineſs.above the State of Man. 
Confider but how much of Heav'a dwells there, 
And-call your ſelf our Prophets Son and Heir. 
Solym, How Ulama | Ih 1... | 
Ulam. I am: your Vertues Friend, + 
And with my Blood that Yertue wou'd defend: 
Hither.I come by Friendſhip's Sacred tye, 
Torowze you from your mortal Lethargy. 
Your ſleeping Reaſon wake, and Re-enthrone 
What Nature made moſt worthy of a Crown: 
Repair her Injuries, and your loſt Fame. 
Such inflaence lodges in that Heav'nly Frame, d 
Her Smiles candeifie, and her. Wrongs can damne. . - .. 
Solym, Perſian | the World had never yet ſo bold 
AMan, asdurſt:my pleaſure have controurd ? | 
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Ibrabim, the Ilheftrions Baſſh; - gy 
-Had T as many-Subjeasms:I led; | © -:! 07 3prlt [15s on | 
Fo win thy Perſian Crown; 'thatdatht haveſandiie: i: 258 7 
Haif chis, their Lives for th'Inſoleace had paid/;2 .--\:;; 
Ulam. It all ſhoulddye that do abhor your'Sin;- :--; {7 | 

The Maſſacre would make:your Empire-thi :+/:--: 02 166 - 
Tho only I dare te}l;you--15+-275) 57 yet avid and ovitl | 
How much the beſt of Wives28 heſtof Queens you wrong; 

All Man-kiad has-my Sence, though nor my Tongue. | 

When I your fury from that Saint divert; [> :..{; | : .2./ 
I bur a ſuffering. Kingdoms-cauſe afſerts :-_ 1.*// 211: 55 1, 

Be juſt co her,. that Heay/a nay be appeav'ds: \\ + 1107 54 

And the afflicted groaning World: þe-eas'd,-::1 £1 ant 

' Solym, Raſh, Joſperata Sin, hough you-daterage ſo biglt” , 
| My Charity's roo-great to let youdye: ron hho 5D 
But Captive, do:nottempt;ygur Fate z - Dus” - Vs | 
You make a fork it of your-head: once;mates} 1152 02 tr: g 
Your-petulant Frenzy with your: QhamsIhe:tame; no; 19 Wo - 
And foriok you tothat ſhade from: mhatcayoy came-!1.1 5/7 

 Rox0l, Hold generous Peefign, you prefume'roo high, © 
If in my Cauſe, firſt ask my leave to dye. > i lh 17 
Forbear rencreaſe, the yiolence 'of bis/Hate,;:1- rim 941) 7 
Leaſt you're involy'd. in Rexolane's Fate tin 18 ihe 10 
Tho *cwould become the greatneſsofaQueeny [dn oC 
Thave Crowds in Death to fill her Faneral Scene*+: -» ©) '/7 
Sultan, no guilcleſs ſoul with mine ſhallflye: -- boJinn <1). 
T'le quit my Rates; and. ſingly glorious dyes;*: : |; +. cs 
Ulam. Do not pppoſe me inſo.jutiaCanſe::;- 0? 3 LH" 

W hea he breaks Nature, Heav'a'and:Honouts Laws: i ; -! 
In wronging you, let his fierce eage-proceed; 1»: ! « 0) 
Let Juſtice ſuffer,: Truth's Defender bleed, :. cub 
Tame me with Chains! -:| i; -  . | :::[#o Solyts. 
A Priſon is too weak: Send mgra Grave: © 1c) 27 20s, 
And if that pow'r ofre Souls; ::a5 Lives you- have,” -: + 1: 
Send me———= | bi SI CR] 
Where that loud Guile, by which -hergreatneſs fell, 
Is writ in Sulphur on Records of Hell. 
And whe the blackeſt of cheir Helliſh eraing © © + [i 
Shall cell the ſtory of her Tragick Scene, ! : 1: +7: 
Attended by a fierce and fiery throog, 1 ++ 4h fn, 
Tle bring the Furies, and all _ along,. 
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When in an! WOE 
Fe-cell chee> Ro_—_ lope” "Exit Solyit 


x | © Iz ' a n » Roxal. 


Thribim; 266M ufrions 


To tell thee thou haſt does ror "a eprfirs in T | ge] 
That thou; hiſtnade vicifernial Blends aſhant' A dy view 
Solym, Bold man, thy blood----:but *tis too baſe to ſhed. ada. 


T hy baſeneſs from!myarm proteds thy ang 


But to deſerve thy ruin from my hand,” ooo 

I give thee leave my Rebels rocomnand:. OE 
Or-once again thy fallye@Peyfidys lend; Rei 

If thou traſt Honour;' mver/me in their: head; ” 

When all thy glorys do thy browadorn, k 

And on the Wings of Fame I ſeethee bornz-* | 

Be worth my Anger'thett 5: tilthen; my. 'Scorn. 

Ulm. Vie meettlice;*and+ thy power Undaunred ſtands; Y 
Thaugh thy V. idotions Ayimns che World commatid,” C 
Thy Sword's grown. weak; plae'did : a guilty hand, 

Solym- T'increaſe od wank yo "ehio K'ir Ov yet,, p 
Ando chaſiſethy des wed heats xanale*; 

thy/Face: Ties, 344] 105/135" 419 1 


_— "'WhetvEmpre wp poo fn, Tfood on ons 
With a mp eatrie KOIn round ; .Cground,, 
Thenwwess PE ee What crowd- IE £2 
Of Vaſſais Yf my Feerdll'profixate Boyd, fe 
On hamble MonaSLitNate looked*down, - d& D1007/3 ON 
Who gaz'divn glorys ſparkling from my:Ctown. $ | 
Life waited on my:Sthiles,” Death on my. Frown. 5\. * 
Fear'd and ador'd;- on their bawd'Neeks Ittod, \ Be 
Whilf co my ThrodeTimaunted hkea'God, Jo bel wu = 
Bur in ail; whee's: thr Dovativii gone © 0 06 11 
Of all thoſe thoufands; FaeHaslefe By _—_ 
Ulam. So great your pon ray; = 4: er ſofews: .. «+ 
Thoſe thouſands loſt, be God-like, 2fi& raiſe new.: © _ '* | 
Permit me but to cover big TAreening K gs” © re ageigD 
And ſee wharfoicedy jaſta Cauſe can fp: 3:23 11 bnA 
Toright your Honour, and rebuild your Throne 5; 
Vouchſaft rd calkmy Sword; and Life your own. 
Rather than your ſowd:birongs ſhall ook 
Iwillexhauſt agſeopire.ntyaprAig 342540 0 = | 
Here at his Gates.I wilkhs Moedegs; * 0 we þ 
I; and my Perf "N rin NE 


” Rexol, Hold Age Dinons i jalrCurle 
Whilſt it was Innocent: had wy applauſe. ol a wog 9viHh 


Fotbearthen-to pull down toy-bare;! tho He: *: 1292 8 25120T 


Has loſt his Yertue,, broke: his: Feith co Mey, 7 T zi! 216 6: Wo 
I have not loſt the Duty of a Wife: - +: 5 + 
Tho 1 abhor: his Crimes, I prize his Life; + ©: S250) 
Who holds a Sword againſt his Breaſt, wounds me's: -; 

His Foe is Zoxolana's:Rneniy.)': {Exh Row), 


1am, Fool that I was toask her,, ber confoncs :: 
Without her leave, her ruin Fle prevent./ ! [132 Ql ral i 
Her pious Vengeance points ine'ont the: Way y 15050 6274 


*T was but her ſuperſtition /bad'me ſtay. : -- :.) (ti hvintt - 

To morrow Ile cowards. Perfic go, and, bring! (2011 Ghex T x2CS 
My utmoſt pow'r againit this: Perjar'd King, 2T 0717 297 bat {, 
If time enough, Tle-ftop ber Fall- if Jate,'-i +.2"9 20 
Revenge its if Lfail, Ile ſhare her Fate: *- ; -. -2 ww! - 


Loſt thou h1 am, and indeſpair z Vie cop: 2107 io! L214 
To maſt an Empire inher Cauſe, and dye. ve ©1 3:4211 S, ? 
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ACT the FIFTH 
.The SCENE, A Chambers” | 9 906 oval 


Enter Ibrabim meeting Iabe!la and Morat. 
Moat. g from the S»/tas Iam hitheeſent; { 34550 
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To Councel you your ryinto + ary 9 4. 
If by conſent.you can for everpatt,\: +; 
And make a preſentof a Mrs. Heart”: | 
You have your Life; elſe, when he fleeps, you dye, -: 
You have an hour allowd for your pon th ..L£x,Morat 
Iſabel. *Tis a had choyee; you'mult be falſe, orage? 
To ſave your Life, what is't;L- would notgivet! 521202 [11 
Ibr4h. What would you have nie. quit your Love; & « Livel 
Iſabel,” Noz ongh I valae' you ſohigh, __. : 
My 1brahins Life, 1 prize my ibtahims Love: 7 finiss wt 
If nothing bur Inconſtancy can giye--; a. 28 4 
You El dye mine, Gnce mint you candor live; nid +5342 51h 
SS: 9 
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6. Winkim;abblafiow Baſel | 


Bur.d&nbt think when younre gonesT ſhall: : | 
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Have pow'r long to out-live your Faneral, © 1: : 

There's a Contagion in a Lovers fall. bt nd, 

Weak are his Threats; und-vaighisfobileftArty.:. 

His Tyranny may all but Lovers'part.*! © i! ! +7 

Ibrab. Do I notdye to ſeal:my Faith to.you 2- 

W hac juſtera&, what'braver can Ido? - a\ 

Then'do.nor murmur at my gloyous Falk. le te? 

Is chis his Cruelty 21s dying-all<2-.:: : [iS 

Whar's Death ! The meaneſt Slaves dye every day:z5 7 

Even Infancy and-Age that Debr'to Nature pay. 2 
A Feavouriſh fit can Hop our fleeting breath z | 
* Qur.:Tafſt, Smell; Touchyeach Sence,;can letin Death;;' + 


_ 4. 
- << ELIOT, OY EE —_— 1-0 2nd; des AL, 


And we who Beauties/infinite pow'r adore; i ct; 
For great Almighty:Lovexan do no-more. | .'_' .--. 
Tſabel, But can I ſayTlove, 'and bid you dye *: 
No ! for your ſafety this one ArtTle try g: | 
Tle ſtrait to peas and. Summon all -. _:... 
Thofe angry pow'rs that injur'd Love can call.. 
Not depos'd Kings ſhall. rage ſo. much as I. 
ith ſo much ſcorn. his baſeneſs.Tle defie;. 
Till Pve incenſt his rage to that degree, | 
That he ſhall ſpare yout Life, and/Marder me, 
In me, he cati bit 7/abela Doom; * © 
In you hetakes-2 prop.from Chriſtendom, - 
Live 1brahim then, Religion todefend;. 
His Favourit live, to be the Chriſtians Friend." 
Leave Deachtome;, and-think my Life well given, 
Art oncein faving:you, and ſerving Heavn, - & 
1b3ah. Theſe melringſounds all ſence of Deathdeſftroy z . 
Who wou'd not chooſe my Fate , forhalf my Joy 2 


Bur do not hope ra dye for me———. 
Think-not your charms ſo little, nor iny King 
So Savage, though unkind; hat anything 7 
Will make him Grew ſhed»ydur precitots bloody  - - 
No,! my beſt life, he muſt-not,/ if he cou'd7 15 
Iſabel. Maſt I ſo tamely then behold your Fall 2 - 
No, 'gainſt your MurdererJ%e muſterall 4k 20 
' My Rage, Deſpair, Revengs-«--whatis cl will not do? - 
Fe treat him fo——bur why this paſſion now 2+ - yo £ 


SINCE+ - 


E Ibrabii,. che Ifyſttions Baſis 
Since 'ris decreed we muſt ſo ſoon divide,. ... © 
My parting looks ſhoy'd all their fieeceneſs hide. . 
Euries;: tillthen.Jay all your Scorpions byg  _ 
Our laſt dear minutesſhou'd moregently flye: . | 
Kind Heay'n, let but this ſpan.of Life. be bleſt, - _ 
Love reign this hour,.. and-horror all the reſt. 
Ibrah. Beſt of thy Sex !. "7 oi [ Embracing her. 
But I in vain ſhall this ſhort Tryumph boaſt, ' _ 
Gazing on what muſt be for ever loft. DP $2 
Iſabel. For.ever'?: why ! can death deftroy.our Love 2 
Shall wenot meet, and be as bleſt.abovee.__. le, 
Ceaſe Sir, oh ceaſe this too unkind deſpair, 
Are there all Joys in Heav'n, and Love not there -_ 


' Thrahim, 'Filld with that hope, I'le my ſhort time improve, . - 


And ſum an Ages bliſs .in one hours Love. - 
Low at your Feet, your humble Vaſſal bowsz, [ Kneels.. 
. And here on this fair hand, ſeals his laſt Vows. 


Turn, tarn youreyes this way, look all Divine, 
In your full Luſtre let your-kindneſs ſhine. . 
Oh Love! Iam all Extafte, delight, . 
Soaring injoys, I'm giddy with my —_ gon. 

| | [ kifng ber hand often. 
But hide thoſeeyes 3 . take this ſoft Magick hence : 


[lets 'go ber band. 


My happineſs ſo much tranſports my ſence, 
That ſuch another look will make me grow. 
Toofond of Life ever to let you go... 
» 1/abel, Great bleſſings like ſwift torrents always run - 
Foo rapid to. ſtay long, . - 
 Thrah, What have I done ?. ER 
Reſtore thoſe pleaſing looks, give me your hand agen, . 
My Light, Day, Sun, ſhut not your glories in. - 
Spight of his pow'r, in this ſoft knot I'le fold, 


['Sbe gives bim her Hand agen... 


And when I dye, let him cut off my hold. . 

Tie twine ſo rt, that when he gives the blow, . 

Aud cuts me by the Roots up from below , 

Theſe dying branches ſtill ſhall graſp vant» TS 

Aud graſp, and graſp, and wither &'re they fall. | 
Fg 
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69 Ibhaliim; +hÞ Il flitourBuſſe:! 
Enter Aﬀeriay Mirvs, #n#Morar;+- 717 1 12 

Aſter. So cloſe, ſo kind !how happy ſhould Þ beg '-: + 11.1 
Ot i C2400 OK WY iS Yet nfo eapingt 

Were half this. dear'Devotion paid to me's' 7 32h 2 
Mor. Madam, the Sultans orders wereſevere, >: 

But Solymans command admits you here, $ Aſteria, 

And I dare take.your word 

No doubt ſhe's come, _ TPO I09? 

By th'offer of her Love Yaverthis Doom.  -. '[aſode 

Grant Her ſucceſs let 1br ehim live, and may” + .. 

The Sultans hopes be Crown'd the gentler way. [Ex#, 
Aſter, Though life and happineſs muſt ne're be mine, © 

Yet Tle rake carethatTle ſecure 'emthine; .. > & 

Accept that! _ © '[Mirva gives hima Sword. 
Mirv, Sent from Roxolana's hand; 0 

T his Princeſs Love conſpires with her command. 

They've both defign'd your freedom to redeem. 4L 

' Aſter. Which to effet, we've found this Stratagem. 

Though of your Fate, tbis is rh'appointed Scene, 1 

Yet in reſpe& to that which you have been, 

His Friend and Vizier, you're allow'd this Grace ; 

None but AMorat has entrance to this place. 
Mirv. The Mutes, th'intended Murderers, 4 | 


. 


Without, at diſtance, and beyond his eall z 
And but approach that minute when you fall. 

Aſter, When Falſe Mort returns to take her hence ; 
Produce this Weapon. as your laſt defence. | 
Dilſarm him, bind him, leave him inyour room ; | 
Change habits with him, and his form aſſume. - 
Lead hence your Princeſs, and by th'help of Night, .  - 
Paſs andiſcover'd, and ſecure your flight : 

The Guards too, not ſuſpeCting an eſcape, 
Will let you paſs deluded by that ſhape.  - 

. dbrab, Alas! I was before a Bankrupt made , 
Andowed too much where Thad o little paid : 
But now your goodneſs ſwells the Debt ſo high, 
That[with ſhame muſt Live— LOS 

AFﬀer, Shame ! Dear Sir, way RF 
You owe me nothing : By Religtons ryes,” 
When Yertue'in diſtreſs and danger lyes, - 


, 


.Of all Mari kind's and that's mybu& neſs hoes); o 


-Thrakins, 4bAaftitows: rd = 


Its reſcue and defſenceſhould be theeare/oy7 117 tf Fr 


- Iſabel,” Thou art ſo excellently good , thou beſt 

of Rivals, ſo much Heav'n dwells in'thy —_ 

1n'Ducy to perfeRions ſo: Divine, 

All wy beſt thoughts, and half my-prayers are thine. 

'' Enter Morat, | 
Mor. T come to tell you that your hour is paſt tha [ fart. 
1brah. Keep in thy tongue, or ſpeaking ſpeak thy laſt, 
Morai, How came you by that Sword #: 
.CIbtah. gers between him and the Door, 

16zah. No matter how; 

Jaylor, my Flighe muſt be contriv'd by you. 
Morat. Your Flight! - | 
1b:ah, *Tis a propoſalmay ſeem ranges 

But Sir, we two'oar habits muſt exchange 

And you mulſt yield co ſtay here-gag'd and 7 bound; $ 

Till by your ſhape we move ra ſafer ground, 

If at this price you'l buy your Life, you may. + ' 
Morat. What &06'you think r0 frighten me by plays 

The Traytor 9 »* {+ | 
Tbrah. Know, 'tis Death to diſobey=— OTE 
Morat, Subbmir-t6 ſave my Life for one fouls time; 

To dye the next by tortures for my Crime! 

No; though your Arm 3s fret wad, He ay! | 

My chance for-Life-x4. -- : 
1brah. Then take'thy ' ee id dye. - : [obey fit 
Aſter. Hold Villain, hold how dare\ your le an arm 

Againſt his Life. 2 "[lwverpeſ "ge 

Torah, Dear Madanz! foo: no hae? 

Mor, How dare you Save: Og Condemnes e: 
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1brah; Do not diſpate het gtodels nor ty Ctimes, © 
But yield and Live——" '* *: 


Mor. Yield ! no, at thy falſe heatt y | ! / "| febiongen : 


Hold ! thou haſt kill'dme, Traytotas TP are, 


[_ Bears himſelf ups: Cap bi 9990 his Sur, . 


In all my hopes,all my Ambition croſt {-: * Gi: 
By a fond fooliſh Girl betray'd and loſt." TobteF I 
R Aþer. You are not Wounded? <--5 0 2940» 
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 Ibrah, No! your Genius was my y guard, - 
Mor. Thou 'Treacherous Fool, take that for oy _ 
{ Kills Aſter. and falls. 
1brch, Downto thy. Hell, and there in torments how! ; 
1... L Sticking him fo the ground. 
Oh ſpeak dear Madam, eaſe my tortur'd ſoul; } .: | 
The Gods their charge muſk better underſtand, 
Then to ordain your: Fare from ſuch a hand. 
Say you're not hurtZ 
After. No! let your trouble ceaſe! 
He has only. ſent a wretched thing. co,peace. 

Iſabel. She bleeds, ſhe bleeds! | 

Tbrah, Oh'! this deteſted hour ? 

After. Alas Sir ! I was dying long before... 
Deaths cold hand trook me'when I firſt loſt-you,: 

A lingering Fate the{low.Conſumptiondrew,.. --; 
Then do nox Sir this happy- ſtroke: deplore;z:. | 
Thar ends a tedious Journey in an hour. : --. - 

Iſabel. A Lovers abſence, and a Fathers bac, 
My three Years, pains were <afie tothis,weight;i ;; © - 
Horror ne're ſeiz'd me in this diſmal —_ & $0 

Tbrah., Infernal] Dog! 

Hſter. Think, thin of your clips 


Ibyah. Is an eſcape a fit reward for TY 


Who bears the weight of my accurſed Grime 2 i 
| Aſter. My Death is not your Crime. Kind.dear _ fpes 
Ohdo.aot ſtay ! leave 'me alone To dye... | 

Thrah, Deſert you! . "he 

After, I conjure be do not fay? 


= hk ,— _ n F Good can never. +99 L 
need: AQ AaEtp.co Ge Me NMA.E . 
Thyah, How = I fiye ? alt 
Aſter. This unkind language ceaſe 5 - 
Fly as you'd haye my Soul in Heav'a find peace.:- 
_Ibrahe "How can I promiſe you's 
Aſer, Oh Lir ! L, you, mult, .- Far Hs 
Willyag deny me Reſtwhen I:2am Duſt: ; 
Is ſaving of yoitr Life (o-hard * | 
Jbrah. Is leaving you. | 
Toraſier boy to deſertyou now: 
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 Butif Iflye, my Death muſt be my flight. - 
- Tm too much loaded with my ſhame and grief, _ 


And guard my forfeicbloed when I have been 
A faral inſtrument inſhedding thine's _ | 7 
AFer. Nay, then I'm deſtin'd todye wretched ;. al 22 
I beg'd of Heaven, was to. divert your fall, --.; ;.* 1: 15: 1 
My ſaving 1brehia#s Life was all my pride: -: «11/1 9 7”; 
And muſt that only blefling be s a dY: (is 
1brah. Well Madam! ! Tle ſubmir to any thin 
Aſter. Now with an Angels voyee I hear you 9 
And at that word my hearrt-ſtrings gently break, . - 
My well-pleas'd Ghoſt will find eternal reſt, 
To think that I have made m my Ibrahim bleſt. 
And muſt I dye in my dear 1brabim's Arms? - 
Now you tranſport me with too mighty charms, 
In this dear Heay'n, like a bleſt Star I'm plac'd : | 
But, oh, my Joy's too violent to laſt. «Cer. 
Ibrah. She's gone ! Yes, generous Saint, I'le do thee Chl 
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To leave this killing ſight co favealife. 
Iſabel. Farewell unhappy Maid, ſure'there muſtbe - 
No common joys above reſery'd for thee; :: - 795 
Thou had'ſt ſo little happineſs below, Lb 
Heav'ns debts are certain, though the payment's ſlow. . 
Enter 4 Baſla , as ſens fromSolyman. 
Baſſa. Morat ſtays long: What's here ! Guards, Guards, 
[Exit Baſla retreating at the ſame door he nerd 
Ibrab, Stay ! ſtay! 
I am your Priſoner, and your pow'r obey; | 
Alas ! there needs ao Crowds:to take me now. |: } | 
Re-enter the Balla with Guards. oT Ac 
Baſſa. Seize him. \CGnrde ſecs bins 
Tbrah, It is the kindeſt office you can-do. 
Baſſa. Remove the Bodys hence, T4» 
And keep thoſe Priſoners ſafe till my return'; 
Till irom the $ulfaz's will their Fates-I learn. 
. - [Exit Ibrahim aa 1abel. led in'by Guards , HK of 
'" the Guards carry off Morat-and Aſteria; and the B 
returns at the ſame door he entred Bt. Maner, Mirva,. 
© Mirv. How diſmally to Roxoland'sear MILE 
Will this ſtrange muy ſound. But ſee, The 5 here: | 
K Enter 
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 Exter Roxoland; 


Rox0l. Have I ſucceſs #-1 tubella fied an 


- 


Has that dire Planet hid its-chreatning Head 2 - 

Ifear thy Anſwer will a6the fo kind : 

An Ominoys load hangs on'my burden'd mind; © ' 
Mirv, Let me in ſilence my Allegiance pry. + 
Roxol.- No, Mjrva: ſpeak the worſtthouhaft to ſay. 
Aire. The We [dry killd by Morat :. - 

But in revenge©0 —_— rappy Fatez 

B tbrabin cult tinnd the-Treyror fell. 

The Lovers grief wor be t00 ſad torrell > 

Let it ſuffice, they're kept in ſkier chains 5-: * 

And now no hope of liberty remains; - - 4 
Roxol. Poot Innocence? © 

WhagTears would thy.unhappy Mothier pay;, - 

Were ſhealive tothave belield this day. © _. - 

But thou to ſhare her Joys doeſt-upwards go g. 

And leaveſt thy ſorrows to thy Friends below. 

Wretched 4ſteria.! .but more wretched T1 - 

This will but raifethe Sulra9's rage more high. . * 

Now. 1brabim's life for-hers roo fure muſt pay, 

And then the Chriſtiam is his.certain prey, 

Then Roxo/ans.lays her greatneſs. down, 

And this new'Love is conrted with my Crown. 

Bucthat's a fight I muſt not live ts ſee. 

Enter an Hitendavt of Roxolanzs with a bowl of poyſon. 

Zarme, the Cup. | ob no: FN 

This, this: my. Guard ſhall be. c 
Mirv, Oh Madatn, what do you deſign ? 


Roxol. To aye!" - M5: 
From'ſeorn andſhame, to peace and Hedv/n Fle flye. 
No perjur'd Kings, no ruin, no deſpair | 
Come near that place----pow'r is immortal there. 
© Dripks the Payſon. 
* Uhem, Vie er RT rang 4 ith L d 
«&, Vie: try. what Y, nce joyn'd with Love candoz 
'Tis throoly pjodlos ath-chat's "yr now; = 
Since'my.ſucceſsleſy Zeal'in your defence, [r0-Rox. 
And Solymay's rage has Baniſhe me from hence:  _ 


- 
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Uhrabing, thn Minfrienrhaly @& (EE = 
To motrow T-tow'rds Perfia mult retueo, eo | 
And make the Eaſtern World your ſufferings mourn : 
Where, if I breath wy ſorrow 1nchat ſtrain, I 
As makes an Empire eccho t9,my paio 3. ..... - 
Oh-pardon what my duty does create, -: : - 
A Tribute due $9 Roxolans's Fate. _ 
Roxol. You axe my Friend, and;Sir, to treat you ſo, 
Take my laſt ſecret with .you when you go. 
- All mylong frightful dagger diſappears, | 
I am ſecure from injuries and fears, 385 
No wicked hand ſhall ſnatch my Diadem now, | "> 
My Guardian Ange! hovers round my brow. 
Ulam, Oh Madam, ſpeak agen, -- 
Say, has your Beauty his Converſion wrought 2 
Is his new Love that Meteor-light pac onr 2 - - 
And have your brighter looks reſtor'd the day s 
 Roxol. No, my, protetion comes a ſafer way. 
i A draught of Poyſan I have took : I ſcorn 
To have my go from my Temples torne, 
And Roman-like do my own Fate command. 
YHlam, Poylon'd ! and by chat fair, but fatal hand ! 
Roxol, Yet though my death's ſo ſure determin'd, I 
Have Mill one hour of Life before I dye. , 
Which little blaſt of life 'le-uſe ſo well 
To my falſe King that parting ſtory cell; 
Shall fting his Soul ! 
Ulm, What has your fury done ? 
Through thoſe ſoft. Veins muſt th'impious Poyſon run ? 
Rpxol. Jmpious / ao, Sacred was the word you meanc z 
An a& ſo pious mightbecome a Saiar. 
Honour and ſafety this brave work perform. 
1 like a Pilot ſee the riſing ſtorm, 
And wiſely take my. threaten'd glorys in. | 
Ulam. Muſt all Man kind be puniſht for his fins 
The World's a ſufferer inyour Tragick Fate 3 
When you are dead, where's that Majeſtick ſtate ! 
Where's Natures Pride? their Soveraign Leader lain 
Dull Beauties then like petty States. will reign, 
' Why to ſuch rage was ſo much Beauty driven ? 
Was it the ſpightor over-ſight of Heaven - | 
K.n5. Which" 
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Which that bright frame of Warting Elements built ? 
Such goodneſs in your eyes, and in your hand ſuch pile, 
Roxol. How |! 18't a tormentto you, to behold 
My greatneſs unconhn'd and uncontroll'd , $ 
To be new form'd in aa Echerial mould * 
Art thou an Heir t'a Crown, and haſt ſo mean 
A lence of Honour © weret thou born to reign * 
And can thy narrow Soul this Councel give, 
That Koxolana (hould her pow'r out-live? 
Ulam, Madam, no more, 
Roxol. When ſor an act (o great 
T he crowding Gods their Royal Gueſt ſhall meet; 
And lay their brighteſt glorys at my feer. 
If chou ſhale dare profane my memory, 
And baſcly ſay I'did not bravely dye: 
From my bright Conſtellation Ile look down, 
And all my Stars ſhall blaſt thee when I frown, 
Ulam, Oh ceafe your Anger, rather then T'le bring. 
That Curſe upon me, I'le {ay any thing: 
Roxol, Havel no more applauſe miſtaken Prince, 
For once T'le ſtoop; thy Error to convince. 
Knowit has been my Honour to command 
The Worlds great Lord ! Thave both lov'd and reign'd 5 
And when I ſee my Vaſlals diſobey, 4 
My long- kept train of Honours ſhrink awayz- 
Know, *tis the nobleſt refuge of the great, 
To make their lives before their-glories ſet. 
Since Solpmar's ſhort fayours ſade ſo ſoon, 
'e-mount where cis all Summer, always Noon. 
All Earthly glory does perfeRion want : 

Here 'tis but glaſs, in Heaven 'tis Adamaat. | 
41am. Hold Madam ! 'm a Convert, and muſt own. 
Thiimpoveriſh'd World ſo bravely you've undone, 

That it muſt mourn, and yetadmire you too. 
You've done what greatneſs in-deſpair ſhou'd do, . 
You'l leave your Fame immortal when you go. 
A Sgint above, and Heroine below. 

This glorious deed, not all ch' Angellick Quire - 
You'l meet, can praiſe'enough,- enough admires. 


Ibrahim, the I/luftrions Baſſa 
But tho your Death I can your Tryywph call, * 
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I can applaud bur nor ſurvive your fall, -;, +. -; {.S#abs bimrult, 


Hide not thoſe Eyes ! do not my Heay'n remove + - ; 

Now I with Innocence may own [| Love, 

 » Roxol, Becauſe my Death's ſonear, 

Dare you thus rudely Roxolanz treat, 

No, guilty Prince, I'm not ſo little yer 

I've ſtill the Pride to ſcorn a Slave ſo bold, 

In my laſt ſpark of life I {till my lightning hold. 
U#1am, Oh do nat think that I durſt ever frame 

One thought or with againſt your Sacred Name. 

Not one Rebellious thought durſt ever riſes 

Your Vertue was as God-like as your Eyes, 

My ſecret pain I did with filence bear, 

And my Devotion paid without a pray's : 

And do you think becauſe your Death's ſo nigh, - 

I fear you leſs ? No, now you ſtand more high, 

Your greatneſs points like Mountains tow'rds the sky. 


" » 
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Roxol. If with ſuch filence you your pains- receiv'd 5 


How dare you dye more guilty than you liv'd 2 
How came you now to find a Tongue? 

Ulam, Oh now | 
My love runs pure when my laſt blood ſtreams too. . 
To own a paſſion for that Face and live, 

Was more than ſo much Yertue could forgive, 

All this I knew, and to have pow'r to ſpeak, 

This only way could my long filence break. 

And now I ſpeak, I donotask your Love, | 

Curſt be th'Impiety that dares remove 

T hat ſacred Bond your ſolemn Vows haye.ſeal'd, . 

\ Or ask one look your Honour cannot yield, 

Yet as I'm dying, and ſhall beg no more, .. 1 
One bleſſing let my parting fighs implore, . 

That little ſtep let my Ambition climb. 


. 
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Roxol, Well Sir, you have my pardon for your Crime. . 


Ulam. And is my Pardon all 2a little higher .. 
Let your poor humble dying Slaye aſpire, .;. ..: .. 


Roxol, Then Prince ——w—_ :., .. I 


Hlam, Oh ſpeak.!. .- = gant of 70 . 
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Your greatneſs ſafe, and unconfin'd your wilk - 


"To Ibrahim, the Hluſtrious Baſſs. ' 7 
Roxol. You have my pitty too. | 
Ulew. Dear divine Excellence, you've rais'd me now 
To all the joyes &re falt'd a Lovers breaſt z 
You cannot be more kind, ner I more bleR! 
My life did but my happineſs retard : ' 
Who would not dye when Dearh has this reward 2 
Enter Solyman 4nd the former Baſla. 
Her Tyrant here! | 
Solym. My Daughter kill'd in 1br ebim's defence 4 
How ſtrangely am I croſt by Providence ! : 
Yet no ill Fate'can drive my Princefs Image hence. - 
My Vizier ſtill maſt dye, and Love will have it ſo. | 
Ulam. Turn Tyrant, turn; fee what your guilt dares do. 
Thar Beauteous form bas not an hour of Life, | 
She has drank a draught of Payſon; a relief 
Againſt thy rage, Behold that ferting light : 
And may her ruin blaſt thee with the fight. 
I loved her without hopes of a retarn, 
Yet Lin tears of blood her Fate cou'd mourn, 
T hou envy'd Rival, did'ft her Conqueſt boaſt, 
In that fair prize all Natures wealth engroft. 


' Yet prodigally chat curſt ſtroke haſt given, 


As looſes thee thy Fame, thy Soul, thy Heav'n-: 
Tle tell that ſtory of thee in the skyes, 
Till at thy head all their juſt chunder flies, 
There Beauteons Martyr, when we meet above, 
1 will purſue my never dying Love. [yen 
Roxol. Oh Su/tan ! what reward does falſehood bring z 
'W hart judgments perſecute a Perjur'd King 2 
Your Empreſs dyes ; your Friend and Daughter bleed, 
To pull down Vengeance or your guilry head, 
Of th'unjuft rorments I have undergone, 
Heav'n has a ſence, thong h Seſywen has none. 
Solym, Why fooliſh Woman, have you vext the Gods, 
And fer your Prophet and your Kinp at odds ? 
Why bave you-wilfully ſoughe this raſh Fate, 
To ruin-yours, and to diftmrb-my State: 
You might have liv'd, andttiv'd uninjut'd till; 


An humble Vaſſal to your Chriſtian Queen, 

Solyws. Why will your Frenzy ſtill thus blindly erre ? 
W har if t'a Throne the Chriſtian I prefer, © 
Muſt | impoveriſh you to enrich her ? 

You make us Monarchs very abjet things, 
If greatneſs is but once the pift of Kings. 
L ſhould not leſſen you; bar give her pow'r, 
As your Companion, not your Succeſſor. 

Roxol, Donot theſe wild and vain excuſes feign, 

Seek not ſuch Coverts when your guile's too plain. 
But could you make two Suns together ſhine, 
And her new Greatneſs, not diminiſh mine, ® 
Hers were the truz, Mine buta Pageant Crown: 
I've loſt my S#/tans heart, my deareſt Throne, 
Could we in Crowns, in that we cannot ſhare, 
There's no dividing of an Empire there, 

Solym, What-ever Charms I in her Eyes deſcry, 
I love you ſtill too well to ſee you dye. 

Roxol, You loved me not enough Yavert my Fare, 
Your Kindneſs and my Life have but one Date: 
 Whea I loſt you, I rather choſe to ceaſe. 

To beat all, than ever to be le(s. | 
I Lived fo glorious, and T Lov'd fo well, . 
T hat all beneath-my Paradice was Hell. 

Sultan. No more! If Iameguilty, you have been : 

My Puniſher, raſh and unhappy Queen! , 
But as ſome kind requiral of your ſtrange 
And paſſionate reſentment of my change, 
I have-this ſence of Raxelans's. Fare, 

I will in tears deplore her wretched ſtate. 

Rox0l. *Twill to my Sufferings be ſome relief,” 
If Rox0/ang's Fall can cauſe your grief. 

So. much, dear Sir, does this kind promiſe eaſe 
My torments, and my drooping Spirits raiſe ; 
That of your Cruelty I'le not complain, 

But tune my dying voyce to that ſoft rain, 

That not one groan ſhall paſs; -my parting breath - 
Shall ſtifle all the horrors of my Deaths, - 


Ibrahim, the Illaftrions Baſſe, m1 
Rox0l. Yes Sir, I might have liv'd, and liv'd Cthavebeen 
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Andtreat you withthe pleaſures of my life. 


Solyw, Oh how ſhe ſets my Crimes before. my Ghe; - 

And holds the mirrour at too fierce a light. | - -, 
Roxol. When I was made the Mighty Sultan's Bride, 

Led co the Temple in my Royal pride, 

My Coronation did ſo ſplendid ſhine, 

I charm'd a Nations Eyes, and you charm'd mine. 

I bow'd under the Glorys which you gave; 

You crown'd my Head, but made my Heart your Slave. 

Then, then my infinite happineſs began, 

Monarch was the leſt part of Solyman © 

Pow'r held the Reins, 'tis true, whilſt che oreat Chariot ran; 

But Love, the Soul of Empire ſat above 

Reigning was bat an Interval to Love. 

Then from your Voyce I could this Muſick hear: 

My Roxolana! Oh my charming Fair 

Angellick Sweetneſs, Miracle of Light; 

Pride of both Worlds, Mine,and the Gods delight ! 

And whilſt your Love theſe tender ſounds expreſt, 

You claſprt me thus, and leaning on my Breaſt d 

Your Janguiſhing ſoft looks ſpoke out the ret, 
Solyw, If ſhe proceeds at this bewitching rate, 

By Heay'n ſhe'l make me grow Effeminate.: 

Such Eloquence have Lovers when they dye; 

And thus we value Treaſures when they flye, 
Roxol. Nor had I paſſion leſs than Solyman, 

Through every Vein the pleaſing Feagour:ran 5. *,, 

I hat'd your thoughts;- your pains ;,. your r.excaliess 

Love melted in my heart; :and 9x1 d.jn.My-Cyes> 

My Raprtures were ſo great, my Joys: ſo high, 

ThatTve liv'd happy, chough 1 wretched dye, 

My hopes, my tears, my-prayers Were all for you:; 

You will ſcarce find a.fecond: Loveuſo true, ' - 14,0 
Solym. What ſuddain deratidn do 1 find 2 

Vettue returns that Stranger to-my mind. 

Once more its long loſt Tight. has repoſleſt: 

Keep, keep thy (eat; thou:dear Celeſtia) gueſt... -;: 
Roxol. Your Chriftiap Fayourite ſees not with: wy-Eyes: 

She hates you, and:your kind embraces flyes. +0 |» 


— But if at laſt Time, Force, or Empires charms 


#Prevaal to lodge her in my Sultans Armes : It 
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Tf 'tis her Deſtiny to live to ſee | 
You falſe to Her, as you have been to Me, 
Her grief will never my deſpair purſue 
She will not dye to looſe you as I do. 

 Solym. Kind Roxolana, thou haſt made me good, 
Thou baſt wrought a Cure in my diſtemper'd blood : 
Shall this great Perſian Rival bleed ? Shall He 
Who only ſaw, but ne're poſſeſt like Me, 
Plung'd in his blood, a floating Victim ſwim 2 
Shall not your Loſs move me, that Murders him? 
And ſhall not Heav'a my wandering ſence recall, 
Warn'd by a Daughters, and an Empreſs fall : 


Roxol. And dol live once more to call you mine 2 _ 


Whae Divine change is-this 2 
Solym, Yes; tis Divine : | 
My long benighted Soul is with new light array'd. 


A change more Heay'nly the great Gods ne're made, - 


Since the contending Elements they appeas'd, 

Anda fair World from a wild Chaos rais'd, 

Bur cruel Roxolana, could you bring 

No gentler Reaſons to confute an impious King? 
What though you ſaw my Crimes, and knew me falſe © 
All Frenzy has ſome lucid Intervals, 

You might have liv'd till my enlighten'd ſence, 

Had made me juſt,without this violence. 

Wou'd you had try'd. 


Roxol, All gentler means, you know, I try'd before, | 


Bur Tears and Prayers had both too little pow'r. - 


Solym, Yes, _ coo little 3 oh my torturing pain; 


Now I remember how you wept in vaing 

Begg'd, Threaten'd, Courted, with ſuch eloquence, 
As ought thave vanquiſh'd my too Brutal ſence. 
Such tender words you ſpoke, as might inſpire 

More ſoftneſs than the famous Thracian Lyre : 
Whoſe harmony the Lyons rage ſubdu'd, 

Tamed the wild Herds,and charm'd th'Infernal God. 
But my more Helliſh rage obdurate prov'd, 

By Tears unmelted, and by Pray'rs unmoy'd. 


Roxol. Be not diſturb'd ; what though 1 wonted pow's 


To make you juſt, till in this lateſt hour, 


AIDE ITT 
_ 


Ibrahim, the T/Isftrious Baſſa.. 

I'm pleas'd in Death to have your Conqueſt wronghts... 
Solym. Itis a ViRtory too dearly bought. 

Bid that Inchantreſs and her Fayourite,.- 

Strait leave my Court; my Empire from my fight . 

For ever be remov'd : Bid 'em make haſt, 

They cannot flye too far, nor move toofaſt: . 

So diſtant may ſhe be, that not the ſound . 

Of Iſabella my juſt ears may wound. [Exit Baſſas > 

I'd not converſe ſo much as. with her Fame, 

Nor live within the hearing of her Name, 
Roxol. Oh Tm all fire. 

The raging Poyſon does my heart-ſtrings ſeize, 

And on a burning Throne the Tyrant plays, 

Within, within] bear my Funeral flame ; ! 

Yet ſince my Fall does Solyman reclaim g 

Since dying, I my Sultans heart regain, 

This dear Converſion takes off all my pain : 

Wing'd with that Bliſs, my Soul Triumphant flyes : 

Prepare ye Gods, for Roxolana Dyes. [ Dyes; 
Solym. Prepare ye Gods! To grace your Stars,ſhe's gone, 


A brighter Saint ne're fill'd a Heav'nly Throne. . 


Enter Ibrahim and Iſabella. C given . 
| Tbrah, Great Sir, though you've reſtor'd my Princeſs, 
Me all the wealth I cou'd have beg'd of Heav'n. 
The diſmal ſtory of your ſufferings 
So damps my frighted ſoul, ſuch horror brings, - 
T hat from great Solyman I cannor part, | 
Till at his feet I lay a bleeding hearr.- 
Solym,.. Draw nearer 1brahim, and blaſt thine eyes; 
1brah., Here cruel Fate, the mighty Victim lyes, 
My happy Love can little Tryumph boaſt, 
Gaining. ſomuch when you ſo much have loſt, | 
Solym.. For this kind loyal pitty thou haſt ſhown, 
In all my Kingdoms chooſe thy ſelf a Throne. | 
Ibrah. Sir! for that proffer'd Throne thus tow I bow,3: - 
Buec muſt refuſe the Royal gift; For now j : 
A Chriſtian Coronet beſt fits my brow, _ 2 3 
There Te be happy,..Jf I-can be ſo, - 
Leaving my King a Mourner when I go; 


my 
2 
. 


Ibrahim; rhe Waſtrious Baſſes, my” 


Tfabel. 1s this great Roxolanz { was (o fair 
A Pallace built toentertain. deſpair | k 
Is there that Man that could that Gdd-like Creature wtong; 
Withdraw that heart ſuch charms had ſeal'd ſo long ? 
Had you a thouſand Crimes, and every {tu 
More horrid than = broken Vows have been ; 
By what you've loſt in this unhappy ſtroke, 
Heav'nat one blow a full revenge has took, 

Solym, Speak not a word, nor caſt one loek this way.. 
I wou'd not have thee lead one thought aſtray... 
Thou fatal Cauſe—— but eva to ſpeak's a fin, 
Thine Roxolana, now I'le be all Thine, 

Ibrab, Succeſs at laſt our mutual wiſhes win, 
But by ſuch Scenes of horror uſher'd in, 
The way to Love's like that to Paradice, 
The rougheſt path leads to the greateſt bliſs. 

| ' [ Exeunt Ibrahim and Iſabella. 

Solym. Since Loves ſoft pleaſures in thy Fall muſt end, 
In Wars my laſt remains of life Ile ſpend: 
Vertue, thy gifr, le to the World proclaim, 
And dedicate my Trophies to thy Name, 


[Exit omnes.. 
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EPILOOGUE. i 


.- Ow many has our frm killd to day ? nd 
What aeed of eve and Conqueſt ina ploy 

When Love can do the work as well 5 they )' 
Tet "tis (uch Love as you've ſcarce met before : 
Such Love I'm ſure as Engliſh ground ne're bore. 

Had half the injury d Ladys of this Age, 
His Roxolana's kindneſs, and her Rage, 

What heaps on heaps of Female-(uf rers here, 

Would your goed Men make Martyrs tn one year © 

But thanks to Heav'n you've not her fond Diſeaſe : 

E'ne let 'em range and wander where they pleaſe ;, 

You're not ſuch Fools to think, of Poyſoning yet ; 

Ton want hex Love, bnt you have twice her Wit, 

Dying's a Mode your wiſer thoughts contemn : 

Tow've a more pleaſing way to puniſh *ems. 

And ſhould our Brood of Gallants take this rule, 

And tarn ſuch Lovers as his Perſian Fosl, 

Kind Husband then migbt peaceably diſcover 

An Aſſiznatiow made 'twixt $pouſe and Lover. 

Leave you at Cribbedge, let you ſee a Play, 

Or take the Ayre in a fair Summers day; 

Let you Fay out in Maſquerade whole Nights , 

With twenty other Innocent delights, 

And no harm done.------ And yet how wile ſoe're 

The humours of this brisk mad Age appear, 

'Tis tento one but th* Author ſtill will ſay, 

Tour Vertues were the patterns of his Play ,, 

And ſwear you down, 

His Love and Honour both were floſ'n from you x 

And from your Features he his Heroes drew, 

There's ne're a Comick Writer but will ſay, 

You're all of you the Patterns of his Play : 

Yet takes your Pitt ures at ſo damn'd 4 light ; : 


© 


Paints you ſo Ugly, that your Looks would fright, 
And yet their Plays are jour moſt dear delight. 
Why in your hearts may not th'Heroicks ſhare ? 
Thoſe make you worſe, theſe better than you are, 
And Flattrers ſure [hould not ſucceſsleſs prove, + 
When thoſe tbat dp abuſe you have yuur Love, 


— 
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